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This thesis comprises an original work of Weird fiction, entitled The Adventures of 
Kunstlicht in the Netherworld, and a commentary which explores its relationship to the 
fiction and writing practices of the American Weird fantasy author, H. P. Lovecraft. The 
novel is the first person narrative account of Christian Blackwood’s experiences with his goth 
band, Kunstlicht, their pursuit by politically motivated occultists, and encounters with serial 
killers, avant-garde artists, revenant Nazis and supernatural folkloric monsters. The majority 
of the story unfolds retrospectively in conversations with the former police officer Wade. The 
final section shows the band’s own attempt to perform practical magic and their meeting with 
a resurrected pagan god. The commentary opens with an introductory examination of the 
extent of Lovecraft’s influence on fantasy (and especially horror) fiction since his death, the 
general rationale for using him as model, and the specific thematic issues relevant to this 
novel. There follow three chapters. The first chapter discusses the realist tendencies in 
Lovecraft’s work, his world-building strategies and those in recent Weird fiction. It then 
shows how Lovecraft’s prescriptions were applied in this novel, and how this affected the 
novel’s narrative and tone. The second chapter examines the connection between his work – 
and that of his predecessors – and the cultural, scientific and occult thought of his time, 
showing how these elements were combined to give depth to his corpus. I then explain how 
this approach was applied and updated in my own novel. In the third chapter I explore 
Lovecraft’s extensive synthetic mythology, its relationship to existing folklore and myth, and 
to a folkloric interpretation of the philosophy of Friedrich Nietzsche. I then explain how I 
combined occult and Nietzschean elements with the Lovecraftian to produce a more complex 
Weird novel. In the concluding section, I briefly examine how the novel fits with other recent 
Lovecraft-inspired work, and assess to what extent it succeeds as Weird fiction. 
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‘Almost every people, as we know, has its legend of a “golden age” and of its 
return—legends which will hardly be forgotten, however prosaic the world may 
become, while man himself remains the aspiring, never quite contented being he is.’  
  Walter Pater ‘Denys L’Auxerrois’ Imaginary Portraits 1887  
  






 Part One: Becoming Kunstlicht 
  4 
1 
When he opened the door, I have to say, it shook me up. I knew he’d been badly 
injured – that much had been hinted at in the papers – but it was a shock all the same. 
I couldn’t stop myself darting a glance down to take in the empty trouser legs, the 
right one pinned up at the calf, the left folded under his backside, that leg gone 
completely, and when I met his gaze it was nearly impossible to stop straying to the 
scars, the burn marks, on the side of his face. He, on the other hand, stared steadily 
and unblinkingly into my eyes. 
‘Mr Blackwood,’ he said. I took a deep breath. 
‘Mr Wade.’ That gaze continued, a real copper’s stare. I felt the urge to confess to 
something, to apologise, though there was nothing to apologise for. I could see how he 
might have blamed me, well, blamed us, at least, for what happened, but there was no 
way it could be entirely our fault. The eyes, though; that penetrating, burning look, as 
if he was fishing about in the back of my head, trying to suss what I hadn’t told him, 
and this before I’d told him anything. ‘Mm, I’m sorry about…’ and I waved my hand 
uselessly. 
‘You’d better come in, hadn’t you?’ He wheeled his chair round in one flowing 
movement and propelled himself down the carpeted hallway. ‘Take your shoes off. 
Do you want tea? Come into the kitchen.’ 
His house is a tidy semi up Friern Barnet. He was tidy: smart shirt and slacks, 
albeit the slacks were folded up under him. The kitchen was tidy, laid out with low 
surfaces to accommodate him and his chair. 
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‘Sit down, please. Are you still in Stamford Hill?’  
I took a seat at the table and told him, no, I’d moved. We made some very small 
talk and I watched him making the tea, all methodical, in a pot and everything. He put 
the milk in a jug. I felt my stomach churning, as if I was at an interview: job, police or 
otherwise. I wondered what he knew, what he remembered, if he would spring 
something on me.  
After the fire, the Hall had been badly damaged, and most of the evidence of what 
really happened was gone, I’d supposed. There were corpses, which is bad enough, 
but no real trace of the weirdness, no indication of the horrors we’d seen in there, or if 
there had been, it was never pursued. We were questioned by the cops, obviously, but 
they had their own spin on things, and seemed reluctant to deviate from that line. 
Wade himself was in hospital then, and for a long time afterwards. No one was ever 
charged with anything; so he’d never been called on to give evidence, as far as I 
knew. He’d evidently kept schtum, or maybe he’d forgotten, or decided to erase it 
completely from his memory.  
He put everything on a tray and then set the tray on the table. Very tidy indeed.  
‘Right, young man. What is it that you want to talk to me about? Sugar?’ He had 
either refined the art of wrong-footing or I was even more skittish than I thought. I 
stumbled over my words. 
‘Er, just milk, thanks. Um. I don’t know. I just wanted to talk about what 
happened.’ He looked at me. ‘I mean it was very strange, wasn’t it?’ 
‘You tell me.’ 
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‘Well, I’m not sure what happened.’ Silence. ‘What do you think happened?’ 
‘I don’t know. You tell me.’   
‘Well, it wasn’t what the police said, was it?’ The story they’d actually concocted 
was that it was a drug gang, possibly Romanians, or some other exotic but never 
specified nationality. We’d been abducted because we owed them money. The fire 
was started accidentally, the animal bones were just animal bones, the deaths were 
unfortunate, and the John Does, charred beyond recognition, were filed under what a 
pity, never mind. Brave officer injured in fire at drug dealers’ hideout; case solved. 
Move along: nothing to see here.  
‘Was it?’ I said again, when he didn’t reply. My voice was starting to rise, to get 
louder. He rubbed the burn scars on his left cheek. 
‘If you have new information, son, perhaps you’d best talk to the police, which, in 
case you hadn’t noticed, I am not any more.’ 
‘Bollocks. They wouldn’t believe me, and you know they wouldn’t. You saw what 
happened, and it was bloody weird, wasn’t it? You saw those things; that fucking 
thing.’ 
‘Language, please.’ He tipped milk in my tea and passed it over. ‘And what thing, 
exactly, might we be talking about?’ 
I had to collect myself, keep calm, or else he’d get everything he wanted and I 
wouldn’t find out anything. 
‘I need to know things. That’s all. Maybe I’d like to move on.’ 
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‘You’d like to move on.’ He gestured at his legs. ‘That’s very nice for you. So 
would I, but it doesn’t look as though I’ll be able to, does it? You’d like to move on. I 
don’t know exactly what you and your mates were mixed up in, but this is the result. 
I’d be very happy to help you move on, but it’s not really going to happen for me, is 
it?’ 
‘Alright. Sorry. Let’s just say that there’s more to it than your lot ever admitted.’ 
They managed to tie in some other murders to the same ‘gang’. That’s what coppers 
like to do – tie up loose ends, keep things tidy. ‘Can we say that we know that much, 
without going into specifics, yeah?’ (He nodded his assent and smiled.) ‘You see, I 
don’t think it’s over, but if we work out what happened to us, we might stop it 
happening to somebody else.’ 
‘You need to talk to the police.’ 
‘That’s not going to happen, is it? I told you they wouldn’t believe me. We saw 
things in America too, yeah?’ (He licked his lips here. He was interested, but not 
about to let it show.) ‘You know things I don’t. If we share…’ I shrugged. ‘That a 
deal?’ 
It felt like international diplomacy, political wrangling. We spent half the 
afternoon going round in circles without disclosing any actual information and finally 
thrashed out a framework. That’s what they call it, a framework for talks. The point 
was, we both knew the world is a stranger place than either of us had dreamt, and we 
would have to unpack this all very carefully. 
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‘We’re not druggies or junkies or anything. It wasn’t about smack, or whatever 
your lot decided.’ I’d agreed to start, so I thought I’d better start at the beginning, and 
tell him how I met Kunstlicht, how we got into all this trouble. ‘We were just a band. 
That’s all.’ 
‘A pop group.’ 
‘No. Not a pop group. We weren’t commercial or anything.’ 
‘You played pop concerts though. You wanted to make records, fly round the 
world, make money, didn’t you?’ 
‘No. Well. A bit. But there was more to us than that. It’s like being part of a 
movement. It’s alternative. A bit political.’ 
‘What sort of political? Like that Live Aid, or something.’ 
‘No, not remotely like that bloody Live Aid, actually.’  
‘What like that U2, then?’ 
‘No!’ I couldn’t tell if he didn’t understand counter-culture at all, or if he was just 
winding me up. It could be friendly banter, or it could be a police trick to catch me off 
guard. 
It’s true, of course, that we weren’t like ‘that U2’, or ‘that Nirvana’, or any of the 
other bloated, bloody sell-out monsters; LeRoi and Yuuko had a very clear idea about 
where we were going, what we were about, and I came to share it. I mean, I liked my 
metal, really I did, Iron Maiden and that sort of thing, but I soon had that kicked out of 
me. We had a higher calling. We were tapping into something beyond rational 
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understanding, the way only proper, pukka artists can. There was no point explaining 
this to Wade though. I started at the very beginning. 
‘I first met LeRoi in the …’ 
‘Phillips?’ 
‘... met LeRoi in the launderette round the corner from me in Stamford Hill, where 
he worked.’ 
‘And you just hit it off?’ 
‘No, as a matter of fact; he was bloody rude to me.’ 
‘And so you started a pop group?’ 
‘Mr Wade, as you say, you’re not a police officer any more. This isn’t an 
interrogation, is it? You agreed to see me, to share information. I thought the idea was 
to help each other.’ 
‘Sorry. Carry on.’  
I thought I’d got him, so I pressed my advantage. 
‘Look, I’m sorry about what happened to you, but in case you’ve forgotten, I lost 
friends.’  
‘Okay. You’re right. I’m very sorry. Please carry on.’ 
Actually, LeRoi seemed quite hostile the first time I met him. He was listening to 
Led Zeppelin in the launderette where he worked, and I exclaimed about it, because I 
was surprised, because he was black. Maybe that’s a bit racist, but it wasn’t meant to 
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be; I’d just never met any black people who listened to Led Zeppelin. Prejudiced 
perhaps, because I didn’t really have any black friends; worked with a few, sure, but 
they weren’t exactly friends, and I suppose I had certain stereotyped ideas about what 
black people do and don’t, culturally speaking. I’m digging a hole here, I know that, 
but in my defence, whatever my small town preconceptions, I sure as fuck hadn’t met 
a black goth before. And I didn’t expect to meet one in a launderette in Stamford 
fucking Hill – not wearing leather and makeup and brothel creepers.  
He was a skinny, wiry little bloke with an acid, queeny voice and a bitchy turn of 
phrase, and he saw me for what I was: a hick, a provincial, metalhead bumpkin. He 
mocked my clothes, my ponytail, my Marillion tee-shirt, and I might have had a pop 
back at him, but an old lady brought her washing in, and she was really pleased to see 
him – he was ever so polite to her – and the opportunity was lost.  
I went and seethed in the cafe next door until my cycle was done, and when I 
returned to use the driers, it was a lot busier, and he was folding things in the office, 
but I saw him watching me through slitty eyes. That’s the last time I bring my 
washing here, I thought, and never expected to see him again. 
I didn’t tell Wade all this, of course. He didn’t need to hear every last tiny detail of 
my life. Edited highlights: met LeRoi in the launderette, met him again at a concert, 
this time with Yuuko, that’s all he needed to know. He wouldn’t understand GWAR if 
I had a year to explain it to him anyway.  
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It was a belter, the only UK gig they ever played, I think; the only one in London 
anyway. I know they were banned from some places, for obscenity or blasphemy or 
moral turpitude or God knows what, by people who didn’t get the joke.  
Wade wouldn’t get the joke. In fact, I don’t imagine Wade would even understand 
how that type of thing could be construed as entertainment at all. Now I think of it, 
though, given what’s gone on since, I wonder if wasn’t some sort of omen. That 
would have sounded a bit far-fetched once upon a time. 
Anyway, it was in Camden, at the Palace. I went down on the bus and, feeling 
quite reckless, planned to go straight on to work afterwards. I was doing security, 
night-watching in the City. I figured I could risk a couple of pints. I had a packet of 
Trebor mints on me. You can see I was a real wild child back then.  
So, I was milling around at the back of the gig. It was full of all sorts: metallers, a 
few art school types and a smattering of ageing punks. The venue was grubby. It 
reeked of stale beer, ashtrays, sweat, and pipe-cleaning fluid. I was just contemplating 
the quality of the over-priced piss-water I’d bought and wondering if the flimsy plastic 
receptacle it came in enhanced the flavour, when I spotted LeRoi at the far side of the 
hall. He pretty well stood out, being the only black face in the whole building, but his 
clothes and, more to the point, his companion really caught my eye. 
He was deep in conversation with this very tall, oriental looking girl. They were 
both wearing frock coats. His was in electric blue and black, embroidered and nipped 
in tight at the waist and flared in the skirt. Hers was long, velvet and black with 
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braiding, proper goth. Her hair was lacquered to within an inch of its life. As I stared, 
she looked up and straight into my eyes. I shuddered and spilled beer down myself. 
I tried to pretend I hadn’t been staring and turned back to the stage, where a couple 
of roadies were tinkering. There were whistles and catcalls coming from the crowd, 
and then I heard a voice close my ear.  
‘Hello.’ That’s all she said. She was standing next to me with LeRoi at her side. 
She started laughing. I turned and smiled, not being sure what they wanted. They both 
retreated and began whispering to each other. LeRoi stepped forward, looked 
quizzically at me, and drew himself up to his not very full height. 
‘I am LeRoi De’Ath,’ he announced, then stood back and waited, as if he was 
trying to gauge how impressed I was. I said I was pleased to meet him again. He 
returned to her side. She advanced. 
‘You’re very handsome.’ I didn’t know where to put myself. ‘They’re from 
another galaxy you know?’ She indicated the stage. I took it that she meant GWAR, 
and nearly told her that she was wrong, and that they were from America, but I just 
smiled politely instead, then she was gone and LeRoi was back.  
‘Do you play an instrument?’ This took me back even more.  
‘Er, guitar. Well, a bit.’  
‘Good. See me at the shop tomorrow.’ I wondered if he meant the launderette, 
wondered what the fuck he was on about, and was about to ask him, but he was gone 
again and she was back. 
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‘You can be in our band; and his name’s not really LeRoi,’ she spat. ‘It’s Kevin!’ 
She flounced off, cackling like an idiot.  
I considered following her, but a buzz of anticipation ran through the audience. 
People started heading for the front, and I lost sight of them, then a thunder flash went 
off, there was an animal bellow from the speaker stacks, and the whole room exploded 
with a pounding, grinding beat.  
GWAR were absurd and brilliant. They burst onto the stage in costumes from a 
sword and sorcery movie, all straps and loincloths, studs and foot long spikes.  
The bass player sported a gigantic crested helmet like an ancient Greek soldier. 
The guitarist had mechanical metal jaws which chomped as he headbanged along to 
the song. 
‘MEAT SANDWICH!’ they bellowed in unison by way of a chorus. 
‘CRUCIFY!’ the singer responded. His mask giving him the look of a particularly 
badly scarred burns victim. A lithe young woman wearing little but leather pants, a 
black stripe across her eyes, and spines protruding from her tits was high kicking 
around the stage wielding an enormous spiked mace.  
‘SLAY THEM ALL. LET THEM COME. LET THEM COME. LET THEM 
COME.’  
The first song reached a thunderous climax. The singer grabbed the microphone 
and asked: ‘Why must you humans die so easily?’ The crowd bellowed approval. The 
next song set off at the pace of an express train, the drummer, with bones through his 
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head, hammering like a lunatic.  A cartoonish youth wandered onto the stage and had 
his papier mâché head knocked off with a plywood axe. A jet of blood shot ten feet 
from the severed neck. The girl grabbed the shoulders and directed it at the front of 
the audience who cheered as the gunk sprayed over them.  
About half way through the set, LeRoi’s friend appeared beside me. She smiled 
and pressed a piece of paper into my inside pocket.  
‘Phone me, handsome,’ she hissed, and was off again. The pair of them were 
tripping their tits off, I realised later, and I don’t know whether they’d have invited me 
to join the band if they’d been straight, or even if she’d have called me handsome. No 
she wouldn’t, actually. Not in a million years. The band thing’s a moot point, but 
Yuuko handing out compliments – it wouldn’t happen. 
I didn’t tell Wade all this, gave him more of a précis with a bit of background, 
then, out of the blue, he interrupted me. 
‘What about the old guy, then?’  
‘Solly?’  
‘Yeah, how’d you come to meet him? You were quite pally with him, weren’t 
you? Did he come to one of your gigs?’ This piece of hilarity was the first time he 
smiled. I realised he didn’t reckon much to us, which is a bit insulting really, but at 
least he’d cracked a smile. ‘Was he into your heavy metal?’ 
‘Very funny.’  
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‘Well, it’s not such a silly question, is it? Because he was into a lot of things, 
wasn’t he?’ 
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2 
‘I was walking down Cazenove Road. That was where I lived.’  
‘I know.’ 
‘Alright. I know you know. I’m just saying. I was walking down Cazenove Road 
and I saw this old bloke, just wandering up the pavement. I didn’t pay him much 
mind. He was a scruffy old bloke in baggy trousers and slippers. He was wearing a 
waistcoat and a kippah, and looking a bit bewildered. But frankly, round there, seeing 
bewildered old men in the street wasn’t all that unusual, so I passed on and trotted up 
the steps to the house door.  
‘Just as I was putting the key in the lock, there was an almighty screech of tyres, 
then a car horn and I turned round to see this souped-up Renault 5 Turbo parked 
slantwise across the road with A young Asian guy was hanging out of the window, 
gesticulating and shouting at Solly, who’d evidently wandered out in front of the 
motor without looking.  
‘I dropped my bag on the doorstep and went straight down to him, asked if he was 
alright. He looked pretty close to tears.  
‘“The door’s locked,” he said. “I can’t get in.” 
‘“I’m terribly sorry,” I said, thinking, oh Jesus Christ, what do I do now? I walked 
him off the road and signalled to the car driver to calm the fuck down. He tells me to 
get the silly old bastard off the road, and squeals his tyres as he speeds off. I flip him 
the bird, then turn to Solly. “Is there anyone who can help you?” I ask.  
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‘You know how you just know, don’t you?’ 
Wade shrugged.  
‘Anyway, I could tell. I could see hours being eaten up, even as I talked to him. 
He’d lost his key and was so confused that he seemed to think I was there to help him. 
I looked for somebody to take charge of him, but there was no one about. I was just 
going to ask him in to my flat, so I could get help without him wandering off, when I 
heard a woman’s voice. 
‘“The fire engine’s coming!”  
‘I looked round but there was nobody in sight.  
‘“It’s coming. Ah called the fire engine!” I looked up and there was an African 
woman leaning out of a second floor window. “Have you got him?” she said, and 
closed the window before I could answer. At that moment, lo and behold, a fire engine 
eased its way round the corner and into our street. The firemen were all quite jolly. 
They’d only come from the fire station, which was less than a quarter of a mile away, 
and were evidently used to this. I think they get a call-out bonus. 
‘“Hello Solly,” one of them said, laughing. “Lost yer keys again? Come on let’s 
get you indoors. This young man’ll make you a cuppa, won’t you?” The door to the 
basement flat was open in a jiffy; another fireman went in and emerged with a Yale 
key. He told me not to let him lose it again, and with that they boarded the engine and 
were off, leaving me holding the baby, so to speak. 
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‘I retrieved my bag from the doorstep and took Solly in through the garden to his 
place. It’s one of those flats that are partly below ground, what would have been 
servants’ quarters or the kitchens when those houses were built, when the area was 
rather grander than it is now. In and out, I thought; I’ll make him a cup of tea and then 
leg it.  
‘I was there for hours. The living room was surprisingly big and absolutely 
crammed with stuff: books and loads of antiquey shit. There was a little kitchen that 
stank of damp, and rotting food, and a sink piled with dishes, but the living room was 
chock full, a big desk in the one corner, covered in papers, a little armchair, electric 
fire and single bed in the another corner. Solly slumped into the armchair, and I asked 
him how he wanted his tea. All I could find was a carton of gelatinous milk. The mugs 
were all dirty and there were only used teabags in the sink and on the draining board. I 
took his key and nipped to the shops for him, got a few provisions in.’ 
‘Proper little good Samaritan, aren’t we?’ Wade interrupted again. 
‘Well, what was I supposed to do? Leave him? I thought if I could get some sense 
out of him, I might be able to find out who to contact. I’m not claiming to be a fucking 
saint.’ 
‘Language,’ he said. I looked exasperated and he nodded. ‘Carry on.’  
‘Thank you. Anyway, he’d fallen asleep as soon as I left the room and was still 
dozing when I got back.  
‘I tried to clean up a bit in the kitchen, but the amount of grease and layers dust 
were too much, so I got rid of the decaying food, washed a few pots, as best I could, 
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cleared his fridge out of all the stuff with mould on and put the few groceries away; 
then while he was sleeping I had a look at some of the books. There were great big 
things with tooled leather bindings, the sort of thing you’d only expect to see in a 
library or a stately home. Some were in Latin, some Hebrew, I think; it looked like the 
writing in the Jewish shops round about, if that’s Hebrew. There were books in 
French, German, what I took to be Greek, and other scripts and languages that I didn’t 
recognise at all.  
‘I had a sift through some of the papers on the table. There were books open and 
marked with scribbled notes in the margins. He wrote with a fountain pen, several 
fountain pens. There were nibs and bottles of different coloured inks all over the 
place. The bits of paper he’d been scratching notes on were stacked in piles. It was all 
in German though, so I couldn’t make out what it said, but I was intrigued. I thought 
they must be worth something, but that wasn’t what piqued my curiosity, you 
understand?’ 
‘Of course not.’  
I glowered at him again. 
‘I really wanted to know what was in them, what they were. That’s all. After a 
while, he came round and I made some cheese on toast for him. He was completely 
spaced out. I asked if he’d be okay and he said: 
‘“Are you Imelda’s boy?”  
‘I said I wasn’t, but he drifted away again. He ate the toast and had a cup of tea, 
and I wondered about ringing a doctor or social services or something, but after 
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another look round at the books, I decided against it. I took his key again, and went 
out and had another one cut, and if anyone asked, well I’d just have to be Imelda’s 
boy. He was sleeping nicely when I got back, so I took his slippers off and helped him 
onto his bed, told him I’d drop in next day, and went to get ready for my shift.   
‘The following afternoon, I called round again and knocked at the door. There was 
no reply. I waited, wondering if he’d gone AWOL again, if I should have called a 
doctor. He could have died in his sleep. I knocked and waited, and then plucked up 
courage and used my key.  
‘“Hello,” I called. No answer, so I inched in, “Hello,” and there he was hunched 
over the desk. Oh shit, I thought, I’ve killed him; then he slowly turned round in his 
chair and squinted at me over his glasses. He looked puzzled and then recognition 
spread across his face and he smiled. 
‘“Ah, Imelda’s boy. Come in; come in. I’d forgotten. I gave you a key, then. Good. 
How are you?”  
‘I said I was fine, thank you, and was he feeling a bit better.  
‘“Yes. Yes. What’s your name again, boy?” he asked furrowing his brow. 
‘“Christian,” I said. He looked at me suspiciously. 
‘“That’s a funny name for a Jew, boy.” (I couldn’t meet his eye.) “Still it’s what 
happens when you marry out. I told her, but she wouldn’t listen. He’s a very insecure 
man, your father. He should relax a little maybe.”  
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And so I became his cousin’s son. The next day I called in and suggested 
contacting the social services or whatever, and he told me he didn’t need them 
because it’s better to be looked after by family.’ 
‘So out of the goodness of your heart, you took responsibility for an old man you 
didn’t know.’ Wade looked sceptical, to put it mildly. 
‘He seemed much better. It came and went with him. I figured there was no harm 
in seeing how he went on, and I could always get onto the council if he had a relapse. 
I didn’t have much going on in my life except work. What was the harm?’ 
‘What about your mates and your pop group?’ 
‘We hadn’t really started by then. It happened more or less the same time – ish.’ I 
waved my hand to to indicate the ish-ness. ‘And he was an interesting old guy.’ 
‘With a lot of interesting books?’ 
‘With a lot of interesting books.’ 
‘And what was in these interesting books?’ 
‘Well, Mr Wade, I’ve told you how I met Solly. Do you not, perhaps, think it’s 
your turn now?’ 
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‘Where to start?’ He sighed and rubbed his chin. 
‘See, it’s not easy, is it? Why don’t you try starting at the beginning, Mr Wade?’ 
‘Very funny. Let’s see. It would be the murders in the clinic in Muswell Hill, I 
suppose. Weird feeling there. I knew there was something very, very strange going on. 
I mean there are murders and there are murders, and some are stranger than others. 
There are domestics and robberies, standard fare. Gangland things can be messy, but 
they usually make their own sort of sense. Sex murders, pervs, kiddy killers, sadists 
and the like, they’re distressing and chaotic, but this one … Right from the off you 
could tell there was something extra, something unnatural. Unnatural’s not even the 
word. It was bigger than the sum of its parts. I mean, with what we know now, that 
may seem an obvious thing to say, but right from the off I knew.’ 
He looked at me as though he was trying to weigh up how best to talk to me. I 
imagine coppers have their own language. There’s the jargon, but it’s not just that. I 
think they have ways of understanding each other that those of us who aren’t privy to 
their world might find hard to grasp – copper esotericism, a way of being and 
speaking that’s beyond the uninitiated. Perhaps Kunstlicht, the band, our art and our 
view of the world is as mystifying to him.   
‘I just felt it,’ he said, finally, ‘from the moment I arrived at the crime scene. I 
had to park a couple of streets away, the crescent was so jammed up with cars and 
ambulances all with their lights flashing. I found a space and walked. It was a warm, 
sticky, horrible morning – unseasonably warm – so I put my raincoat in the boot and 
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made my way through. Uniformed were directing traffic and taping off the side of the 
street. I had my badge ready but the constable recognised me and let me through.  
‘It was one of those tall town houses with steps up to the front door and another 
set of steps down to a basement. There was a young copper, white as a sheet, sitting 
on the wall outside with his cap in his hand, talking to a sergeant. 
‘“It moved,” he said. “It did. It tried to get up.” His hand was shaking.  
The sergeant looked at me and shrugged. 
‘“Don’t know what he’s on about, sir. They’re both as stiff as boards in there.” 
‘I said, “What’s up, son? Not seen a body before?” but he just looked through 
me. He was sweating. So was I. 
‘“It tried to get up. Really, it did.”  
‘The sergeant shook his head at me and looked mystified, so I left them to it and 
skipped up the steps to the front door.  
‘The Yale latch was bent back, and the strike plate screws torn from the jamb; 
forced entry, probably our lot. There was a corridor with stairs up to the first floor; 
door under the stairs, presumably leading to the basement. It was open. The door 
beyond the stairs was closed. Another door marked “Waiting Room” was open and 
directly on my left was one with a glass panel etched “Reception.” The whole building 
had a neutral carpet, uniform throughout.  
‘Reception had evidently been a living room when the place was built, with a big 
bay window. This was furnished with those stiff, vertical office blinds that obscure the 
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view into the room but still let in light. There were filing cabinets, a desk with in-tray, 
computer monitor, telephones, and from behind this desk poked a pair of legs in grey 
serge trousers with very well polished black shoes. At the window stood the doctor, 
Doc Moore. I’d met him a few times; bit of a know-all. He was in conference with a 
paramedic.  
‘I said good morning to Moore and asked, “Where’s the other one?” He nodded 
and I saw, behind the computer, a woman slumped back over an office chair, her face 
tipped towards the back wall, exposing her throat. Even across the room I could see 
the bruising.  The paramedic shook his head and said he ought to get back to the 
hospital. 
‘Moore said: “You might as well. Nothing to do here but wait for forensics.” 
‘“I thought there was some sign of life?” I said.  
‘Moore raised his eyebrows and snuffled with laughter. 
‘“I don’t think so,” he said. “She’s been dead at least twelve hours,” he gestured 
at the woman, “and as for that one,” he pointed over the back of the desk, “well, you 
might want to call a bloody archaeologist because I have absolutely no idea.”  
‘The paramedic excused himself and I had a look over the back of the desk. The 
body lay face down, arms outstretched. It was male, dressed in a jacket of the same 
serge material as the trousers. The outfit looked like a sort of uniform and was pretty 
new. The skin on the hands, arms and head was yellowy-brown and shrivelled. You 
know what I’m talking about, don’t you?’ 
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I acknowledged that I knew, but left it at that and waited for him to continue. He 
wasn’t getting any extra from me till it was my turn again. 
 ‘Good. Its hair was straw coloured and patchy and there was sign of a massive 
trauma to the back of the head, evidently not recent. There was no blood.’ 
‘And you would expect blood?’ I said. 
‘God, yes. It was a massive trauma.’ He emphasised the word massive. ‘There 
should have been gallons of blood, and brains everywhere. I said as much to Moore. I 
said, “What the hell’s going on here? Where’s he come from? Is someone playing 
silly buggers?” 
‘Moore said he didn’t know. It was just wrong. Then I heard noises in the hall, 
and when I returned there I found two officers coming out of the basement.  
‘The first one took a big gulp of air and headed for the street. They both looked 
flustered. The second one seemed surprised to see me and said:  
‘“Morning Inspector. You’ll want to take a look downstairs. Might be best to 
wait for forensics though. Just going for a breath of fresh air, sir.” He followed his 
mate outside.  
‘Moore informed me there’d be no golf for me at the weekend and I let him 
know I didn’t play golf. It’s tennis, actually. Was tennis. I never did like doctors.  
‘I made my way down to the basement. It was crowded with cardboard boxes, 
medical supplies by the look of it. There were three rooms. The one at the back, next 
to an exit, and the one at the front had their doors open and were evidently used as 
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storerooms. The one in the middle of the house had been secured with three padlocks, 
but the officers had taken it upon themselves to remove these with their usual 
delicacy. I slipped some latex gloves on and wondered how much damage they’d done 
to the forensics already.  
‘The whole basement was musty, but next to this room it was thicker, heavier. It 
was the scent of something off mixed with a medical smell. You know the sort of 
thing, hospitals, disinfectant. There were no windows and only a little light filtered in 
from the corridor. I peered in and felt for a light switch. When the light came on it was 
quite brilliant and it blinded me for a moment. I shielded my eyes and saw the light 
fitting was big stainless steel affair. There was medical equipment around the room 
and in the middle a hospital metal framed bed. I gulped and hung on to the door jamb 
to steady myself. My head swam for a moment. 
‘On the bed was a woman’s naked body. She was handcuffed to the bed at wrists 
and ankles and there was a drip of some sort attached to one arm. She had obviously 
been dead for a long time but was well preserved, and from her face, I would say, had 
died in agony. Her abdomen had been ripped open and presented a gaping cavity. I 
went back up the stairs and out into the street.’ 
He was clearly still shaken by the memory. I was glad I hadn’t seen it. 
‘That would be Baby’s mother,’ I offered. ‘They kept her locked up while it 
gestated, and they delivered it by Caesarean – they didn’t want to damage it – then 
they left her to die. It would have been enormous. You’re right. She must have been in 
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agony.’ He looked devastated at this revelation. ‘Would you like a walk? I don’t know 
if there’s anywhere you can go round here.’ 
‘There’s the park at the end of the road. Yes, I wouldn’t mind a spin.’  
‘What else do you know about their experiments?’ he asked, as he wheeled 
himself out of the back door.  
‘Let’s keep it chronological,’ I said. ‘If we start dotting backward and forward we 
might miss something.’ He’d clearly been shocked that I was party to this information 
about his corpse, and I was glad that I’d shaken him. It meant he wasn’t in complete 
control. I’m sure he had some idea who ‘they’ were, but neither of us had the 
complete picture, and I didn’t want us to run ahead of ourselves. I’d managed to let 
him know that I wasn’t completely in the dark without revealing too much. 
The park was quite close to his house. It was a blustery back-endish day, mild for 
October, but not comfortable for conversation. I turned my coat collar up. Wade had 
gloves, a scarf and a wool hat on. He was pretty nippy in the chair. It struck me he 
must have been an athletic, active man. I asked him about sport. He said he supported 
Arsenal but didn’t get to matches these days, not that he had much before he retired: 
work commitments then, didn’t feel like it now. We found a bench. I sat down and he 
wheeled round alongside me. A couple of dog walkers were chatting in the distance, 
their respective mutts tearing round and round. The wind shook the branches of 
distant trees. 
‘So,’ he said, eventually, ‘Mr Solomon’s library.’ 
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‘Yeah, he had a hell of a collection. The whole flat, I mean, it was squalid, but it 
was like a museum.’ 
‘And what made you so interested? Were you a Satanist before you met your 
musical chums?’ 
I was about to take umbrage when I noticed he was laughing at me.  
‘We never were Satanists. That’s bollocks and you know it. We weren’t junkies, 
and we weren’t Satanists. I admit that we had an interest in the occult, but that’s 
because we’re artists.’  
‘Really? Really? Not even your pansy friend?’ 
‘Really. There’s a long tradition in art…’ He was winding me up, and this wasn’t a 
discussion I wanted to get into. ‘I’ve always been keen on horror novels, supernatural 
fiction, that’s all; and if you read that sort of stuff you get a background. It’s perfectly 
respectable. Fortean Times, that kind of thing. And I felt sorry for Solly. He was a 
confused, lonely old man.’ 
‘With a collection of rare and valuable books.’ 
‘I don’t like what you’re suggesting.’ 
‘I’m not suggesting anything. Anyway, what did you find out from him? What was 
in this library that interested you so much?’ 
‘Well, I recognised a Corpus Hermeticum straight away. There were works by 
Paracelsus…’  
‘That’s a painkiller, isn’t it?’  
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‘John Dee…’ 
 ‘As in John Dee, Beaky, Mick and Tich?’ 
‘Agrippa.’ I waited for the smart comment about denture adhesive, but it didn’t 
come. 
‘Yes, and everybody’s heard of those, haven’t they? They’ve all been top of the 
best-sellers list.’  
‘It’s not that uncommon. There’s…’ Oh no you don’t, I thought, and continued, ‘I 
enjoyed his company. I started going in every couple of days, bought mousetraps, 
disinfectant, cleaned the rest of the kitchen, removed the coat of fat and dust and 
mould. The kitchen he was okay with, but when I tried to help him tidy up the rest of 
the flat he wasn’t keen. Feeding him was the main thing. I think he’d got a bit 
malnourished.’ 
‘I had an auntie like that. Had to get really ill before she would accept any help at 
all.’ 
‘Exactly. I posted letters for him, picked up mail for him, and we talked, which 
was interesting. He was interesting. He had all sorts of knickknacks in there.’ 
‘Knickknacks? What sort of thing are we talking about here?’ 
‘Well, I say knickknacks. They were a lot more than that. All sorts; little broken 
sculptures, figures in stone, a Sheela-na-gig. On the mantelpiece there was an absolute 
array of pieces, all coated with a layer of dust, and when I moved them you could see 
there was clean black shelf underneath. Nothing had been touched for years and years.  
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‘I found a couple of little clay tablets picked out with cuneiform writing, a stone 
head that looked Roman, and a dumpy little bottle, knubbly, with a stopper, all dusty. 
It didn’t look much at first glance but when I touched it, the prints of my fingers 
uncovered the most gorgeous deep green glass. There were two Egyptian statuettes, a 
hawk-headed god and a jackal one. They looked like souvenirs from a museum gift 
shop, but when I had a closer inspection they seemed really, very fragile, as though 
they might be genuine grave goods.’  
‘And the books?’ 
‘There were volumes by A.E. Waite and Eliphas Levi. I’d go round every couple 
of days, to make sure he was eating, and he’d show me them. He seemed pretty lucid 
most of the time, but on reflection, I’m not sure he always knew who I was. There was 
a drift. He’d start to tell me something about kabbalism, show me an illustration, say, 
this is the tree of life, and then, after a while, he’d act as though I knew exactly what 
he was talking about. He’d say, “look at this, it’s the Grimoire of Pope Honorius,” and 
go on about the different printings, as if I was familiar them, or “here’s a 1681 Joseph 
Glanvill Saducismus Triumphatus,” or “look, a Düsseldorf Unaussprechlichen Kulten, 
1839, boy, first edition.” When we got into the books, I think I became someone else 
to him. He acted almost as though I was an adept.’ 
‘And, of course, you’re not? You seem to have a fairly expansive knowledge to 
me.’ 
‘I do now – I looked them up – but that’s only relatively speaking.’ 
‘And you didn’t then?’ 
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‘No. I told you. I’ve boned up, but what I know’s still a drop in the ocean.’ 
‘What about the black lad?’ 
‘No.’ 
‘We saw his bedroom.’ 
‘Aesthetics is all. The decor simply reflected LeRoi’s very particular aesthetic 
sensibility.’  
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Aesthetics. Yes. LeRoi, Yuuko, both of them had a very particular sense of 
something or other. They were aesthetes. I don’t suppose either of them would have 
minded being called that. They were like nobody I’d ever encountered before, not 
close up. I called the number that she’d pushed into my pocket.  
‘What?’ is all she said when she finally answered the phone. 
‘You gave me your number last night.’ 
‘Oh, it’s you.’ 
‘Yeah, it’s me.’ 
‘You play guitar?’ 
‘Yeah.’  
‘Do you want to be in a band?’ 
‘Yeah, all right.’ Nothing ventured, I thought. 
‘Audition. Friday. Two o’clock. You got a pen?’ I said I had and she gave me an 
address in London Fields then hung up without saying goodbye. 
I arrived in the street quarter of an hour early, which was a good thing because 
there were no houses. The yards of various businesses backed onto it but between the 
railway and Mare Street there were only business units. I wondered if it was one of the 
flats above the shops that faced onto Mare Street.  There was a compound full of cars 
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surrounded by a high mesh fence that took up a whole block. At the end of it, facing 
inwards, was a car repair business. 
The big shutter doors of the garage were open and mechanics were either working 
on vehicles or smoking and watching the ones who were working. I circled the 
compound and the garage building twice. I was starting to get the impression that I’d 
been set up and it was all some sort of stupid joke. I decided to do one last circuit of 
the compound then go for the train. There was a heavy grey steel door on the side of 
the garage building and as I passed I noticed a doorbell hanging from bare wires 
poking through the metal frame. It was held in place by duct tape. Underneath, on the 
metal was Sellotaped a hand written sign, which said simply ‘Death’. I rang the bell.  
After a few moments there was a clattering inside, the sound of footsteps on a 
metal staircase, a crash of industrial fittings, and the door squeaked open a fraction. 
LeRoi peeped through the crack, not looking particularly pleased to see me, and 
beckoned me in. I closed the door behind me. The stairs were pressed steel, like a fire 
escape, and the stairwell constructed of bare breezeblocks. There were old tyres and 
bits of engine under the steps, and everything stank of oil.  
I followed him up the metal stairs to a huge room, thirty feet by fifty feet, basically 
a workshop, an industrial unit, the whole space laid with cheap red industrial carpet. 
There was a full drum kit in the middle of the room with amps and keyboards set up 
on various bits of old furniture and up-turned milk crates, cupboards around the place, 
a desk with a computer and work surfaces along the far wall. Yuuko was leaning 
against one, smoking and looking judgmentally at me. She licked her teeth and took a 
drag. I leaned my guitar case against the wall. 
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‘Well. What do you think, oh Queen of the Night?’ LeRoi asked. She gave a non-
committal little nod and exhaled through her nose. I was getting a bit miffed. 
‘Look,’ I said. ‘You asked me here. I don’t want to waste your time. What’s going 
on? Shall I just fuck off, or what?’ She smirked at this.  
‘Would you like a coffee?’ LeRoi said, his voice mock conciliatory. ‘We have 
biscuits? Chocolate digestives?’  
I controlled myself and said I wouldn’t mind.  
‘Yuuko, be a pet and put the kettle on. I’ll just get a few things.’ He opened one of 
the doors in the far wall. The room was his bedroom. There was a mattress with a pile 
of bedding in the middle of the floor, cardboard boxes stacked around, a couple of bits 
of chipboard furniture and, filling the whole of the black far wall, a huge pentagram 
containing a crudely drawn goat’s head painted in white, with an array of black and 
red candles on stands and in dishes, around it. This was what Wade meant. It was 
purely decorative, I assumed.   
It shocked me the first time I saw it, though, and Yuuko registered the shock on 
my face, moved closer to me and whispered theatrically, ‘He’s the Robert Johnson of 
goth, you know.’ 
‘Who’s a goth, you cow?’  
‘He sold his soul to the Devil, at midnight, at the crossroads,’ adding, as she 
headed for the galley kitchen at the other side of the room, ‘The crossroads, you 
know, just outside Thetford,’ and laughed again. 
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‘Ignore the bitch.’ LeRoi had returned with a pile of papers and some cassettes. 
Their mutual hostility seemed reassuring at this point. It meant it wasn’t just me that 
was the butt. He plugged a ghetto blaster into one of the extension cables that snaked 
about the place and asked me how long I’d been playing. I was given an orange plastic 
office chair, LeRoi enthroned himself in a battered armchair and Yuuko perched on an 
upturned milk crate, her long legs spidering out in all directions. She was wearing 
tight black jeans and a ripped baggy tee shirt. Her bra straps showed and were proving 
quite distracting. 
‘Now,’ said LeRoi, ‘business.’ He settled back in his chair, his slim, brown fingers 
steepled. ‘We are Kunstlicht,’ he announced. They both looked at me earnestly, I 
goggled a little – all non-German speakers do when you first tell them – and then with 
a comic’s timing, added, ‘It’s German. It means artificial light. Man-made light, and 
that’s what we are. We aim to bring a little glimmer of artificial light into the dismal, 
endless darkness of people’s lives, before we snuff it out and plunge them into eternal 
night.’  
He smiled triumphantly. I wasn’t sure if he was serious or if I was watching a 
finely honed comedy routine. 
‘And where do I fit into all this?’  
‘We have a vacancy,’ he sighed. ‘In fact we have two vacancies. Our last guitarist 
– we’ve been working together for nearly two years – our last guitarist, Brian, was a 
smackhead, which made him unreliable, as you can imagine, and in the end he left. 
The upside of his departure was that you have access to all this’ – he gestured to a 
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nice Marshall head and speaker and an array of effects pedals – ‘lovely equipment. He 
sold it to us for the price of a couple of wraps of skag.’ They both laughed raucously 
at the idea of this. 
‘Our vocalist, Dominic, as is the way with that species, considered himself an 
egoist but was, in fact, merely a narcissist of the lowest, shallowest order. Kunstlicht 
is a confederacy of egoists and that requires discipline. He was also a product of the 
public school system. He thought he was a radical, but he’ll end up as a television 
producer, or editing a magazine, or something really shit like that. He also spent too 
much of his time with those dirty Convoy fuckers on Ellingfort Road with their buses 
and dreadlocks. I ask you – white people with dreadlocks? Would you like to try out 
on vocals as well?’ 
I squirmed a little here, having toyed with idea of dreads myself, and told him I’d 
have a bash at singing, though I wasn’t sure I could manage both. We decided to try 
Robert Palmer’s ‘Addicted to Love’ with ‘love’ changed to ‘drugs’, a variation they’d 
confected, they explained, to humiliate the now departed guitarist. 
Yuuko twiddled on one of the keyboards while LeRoi stationed himself at the 
drums. I tuned up, tried out the chords and we ran through it instrumentally a couple 
of times. All her parts were sequenced so she just pressed a button and then smoked 
fags and looked cool.  
Then we tried it with the vocals. The best I could pitch it at was a kind of Nick 
Cave baritone, which made Yuuko gasp and explode with laughter. The whole thing 
fell apart after the first chorus because LeRoi was in hysterics too. I stopped playing. 
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The piano sequence carried on rinky-tinking away, and I wished Scotty would beam 
me up. They were out of control. I felt my face reddening and was on the point of – 
storming out, when LeRoi shouted out: 
‘It’s perfect. Fucking perfect.’  
‘Perfect?’ I said. 
‘Couldn’t be better,’ Yuuko confirmed, snorting. ‘Again, again!’ 
So we did it again, and again, then they skinned up, and I was in. Not that I told 
Wade any of this. As I say, he wouldn’t begin to understand what we were about. 
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We ambled back to Wade’s place. He was relaxing a bit, was less combative, I 
thought. He put the kettle on again when we got in.  
‘Look. Why don’t we get a takeaway? There’s menus on there,’ he said, and, 
indeed, there on the kitchen unit, filed in a cardboard box marked ‘Menus’, was a 
comprehensive selection encompassing all the cuisines of north London. 
‘Why not? I’m starved. It’s hard work this, isn’t it?’ 
‘Exhausting.’ His laugh suggested he didn’t think I’d done a day’s work in my life. 
I considered letting him know I was a qualified plasterer, but then it was probably best 
if he hung on to some of his prejudices. If he was under the impression that I was a 
shiftless clown he was more likely to let his guard down.  
We settled on an Indian. He reckoned the best curries were in Birmingham. I said 
Manchester or Bradford, but he’d never been that far north. He seemed to consider it 
Terra Incognita: a wild place best steered clear of. 
‘So what was the old man mixed up in?’ he asked out of the blue.  
‘Solly? Hard to say. I mean, until we went to the States I didn’t know he was 
mixed up in anything. I’m still not certain that he was. He just had things that people 
wanted.’ 
‘Where did he get them from, though?’  
It was getting all about me, and my part of the story again. 
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‘That’s something I’d like to know as well,’ I said. ‘We both do. So, what led you 
to him?’  
‘Siemens. Siemens via, mm, a police contact, DI Carling. It’s a long story.’ He 
was ruminating, working out how much of it to let me have. 
‘Well yeah: the police. That’s their job. And obviously Siemens, but how’d you 
make the connection? What led you to Siemens?’ 
‘The clinic, of course; it belonged to a Dr Lange, which threw us for a while 
because Dr Lange didn’t actually exist, except in relation to the clinic. We had weeks 
of tedious footslog on that one. I mean, for a start, trying to establish what the clinic 
actually did; what branch of medicine, I mean. There was a lot of homeopathy, royal 
jelly, nutrition pills; Christ, you name the fad, they were into it. If we’d been called 
out to a covered wagon and a case of snake oil poisoning it couldn’t have been much 
worse.  
‘There was a witness statement, woman opposite the back door, said she’d seen a 
transit van backed up the alley in the middle of the night. Would have been nice if 
she’d called us at the time, but you know what it’s like, getting Londoners to notice 
anything. Oh, somebody’s doing a moonlight flit from a commercial premises. Maybe 
it’s burglars. Never mind I’ll put the fucking light off and go back to bed.’ 
‘Language,’ I said.  
He laughed outright at this. 
  40 
‘Yeah, alright. Anyway, he had a client list – you couldn’t call them patients, 
could you? – a list as long as your arm, and all drawn from a very particular 
demographic: older ladies of a certain class, moderately wealthy, the genteel widows 
of Muswell Hill, Crouch End and Highgate. He was milking them dry. And do you 
know what? They all loved him. Yes, he’s a marvel, Dr Lange. Indispensable. I don’t 
know what I’d do without him. Such beautiful manners; so well dressed. And the best 
of it was, it was all legal, a completely legitimate confidence racket. He could have 
lived off them forever. It makes me wonder why he felt the need to murder anyone.’ 
‘Well, we know that now, don’t we?’ 
‘More or less.’ He looked me over and smiled. ‘More or less.’  
The takeaway came. He’d warmed plates in the oven. He dished it up. 
‘We finally got hold of a photograph of the esteemed doctor,’ he said. ‘One of his 
old dears had invited him to her eightieth birthday party. I called round at her house, 
and she gave me what I expected – a teary-eyed testimonial for Lange, and a glowing 
recommendation of his services. Her daughter was there, and she had an altogether 
different take on our friend. She informed me that the old girl had recently changed 
her will to favour, substantially, Lange. She said she found him arrogant, superior, 
dismissive and cynical, which sounds, of course, like our man, and she gave me the 
picture confirming that he was the gent we now know as Siemens.’ 
‘But that didn’t lead you to Solly.’ 
‘Oh no. It’s a lot more complicated than that. Simpler in some respects, but more 
complicated.’ 
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‘How so?’ 
‘The artefacts we found upstairs, the videotapes, the drawings on the wall. I 
couldn’t make head nor tail of them, but I thought I might know a man who would.’   
‘Drawings on the wall?’ 
‘Yes, why? Some significance?’ 
‘Something we saw at the manor, is all. Carry on.’ 
‘Bad drawings of soldiers in Jerry uniforms looking all heroic, but with wings. 
Mad stuff. Symbols. Runes, it turns out, odal runes, sig runes, yr runes, apparently, 
and a lot of sunwheels.’ 
‘You seem to know a lot about this stuff.’  
He laughed and shook his head.  
‘No, not really. As I said, I knew a man who did. I have a notepad full of it. He 
was quite excited by it all. It was hard to keep up with him; made me wish I’d 
bothered to learn shorthand properly. I’ll show you it later. Anyway, it was all over 
the walls in the attic room. Looked like somebody lived there. There were beds.’ 
‘So, who was your runic authority, then?’ 
‘DI Carling. Head full of it. That and World War Two memorabilia. He was based 
in Hackney, but I knew him from way back. Gave him a bell, and he came out and had 
a look for us.’ 
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‘When you say “World War Two memorabilia”, do you mean, like, general 
memorabilia?’  
Wade thought about it momentarily. 
‘No, I suppose not. He did seem to specialise, now you mention it.’ I didn’t press 
the matter. ‘So, he came out and had a gander, was thrilled to bits with it. He said it 
put him in mind of the murals they found on the walls of the Führer-bunker when 
Berlin fell.’ 
I was tempted to tell him stuff he didn’t need to know yet at this revelation, but I 
bit my lip. ‘And he was thrilled by that?’  
‘Amateur historians, amateur anything, they get all excited about stuff, you know. 
I had a DS once who was a philatelist. Blasted nuisance. Whenever he had to search a 
house, an office, anywhere, you knew he had one eye out for stamps. I do sometimes 
wonder how much evidence he overlooked because he was daydreaming about Penny 
bloody Blacks and Reds. Carling though, he was an expert. He couldn’t tell us exactly 
what the hell it meant, obviously, but he knew what it was. Beer?’ 
‘Oh, alright. Yeah thanks.’ 
‘Yep, we’ll have a can of Boddingtons. Hobson’s choice I’m afraid. Only good 
thing to come out of the north, I reckon.’ He smiled. ‘Take your boots off. I have 
something to show you.’ He swivelled round in the chair, produced glasses and two 
tins of Boddies. ‘I like a pint, lad. Can’t do more than a couple these days; too many 
pills to take. Bring it through.’ 
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He put his tin and glass in his lap and wheeled out of the kitchen. The living room 
was tidy – what else? It looked like someone’s mum’s living room. It occurred to me 
that he was just about old enough to be my dad, except that my dad was as rough as 
arseholes, always trailing dirt through the house, sitting in the best armchair in his 
work clothes. It sent my mother up the wall; not that she had any say in the matter. 
She would maintain a low level of whining reproach, but she had to keep it in check. 
Too much lip wasn’t appreciated.  
‘You got any kids?’ I asked, as he rummaged in his pocket for the key to a 
cupboard. Try him at his own apropos-of-nothing game. He stopped what he was 
doing, thought a moment, and then said ‘No’ before opening the door. It was a folding 
desk with drawers, slots for documents, manila folders, stacks of notepads, cassette 
tapes and tin boxes. He produced a VHS tape, a spiral-bound pad, and a black police 
notebook. 
‘You supposed to have that?’ I asked. He knew what I meant because he didn’t 
even look at me, let alone answer. 
‘Put that television on,’ he said, ‘and the recorder. Remotes are there.’ 
The remotes were parallel to the coffee table edge. He had a shelf of videos under 
the recorder and telly: Guns of Navarone, The Dirty Dozen, Great Escape, that kind of 
thing. 
‘A tinny and a war film?’ I speculated.  
‘Mmm. Warmer than you think, there,’ he mumbled. ‘Put this in.’ He handed me 
the tape. It was dated November 1992.  
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‘So this was made four months before we went to America?’ 
‘It’s a copy. That’s the date we found the original – at the clinic. We don’t know 
when it was made. Could have been any time in the previous five years, they 
reckoned. They narrowed it down for us. Brand of tape used. Never mind that now, 
just watch. Sit down, for God’s sake.’ 
I sat. He rolled the film. It was an old man, balding, with big nose and a pointed 
white beard. He was wearing a dressing gown. The lighting was dreadful, but even so, 
you could see he was a rotten colour, pale and waxy. He seemed very ill and very, 
very confused. In fact, it was quite upsetting how distressed he seemed. He spoke but 
I couldn’t make out what he said. Wade had opened the big pad. I realised that the 
reason I couldn’t understand him was that he was speaking in German and Wade had 
the transcript.  
‘Where am I? What is this place?’ There was a disconnect between the emotional 
but indecipherable voices on the tape and Wade’s monotone narration. A voice off 
spoke and Wade interrupted himself to tell me that this may or may not be Siemens, 
then continued slightly out of time. There was something clumsy about the translation, 
and Wade reading the names of the speakers, which gave the whole experience a 
strange, chilling quality. 
‘Good morning, Brigadier, and how is the Sage of Goslar this pleasant morning? 
What name would you like to go by, my dear sir? Karl? I hope you will not think me 
informal if I give you only my first name. My name is Erich and I am very pleased to 
make your acquaintance. I have read a great deal about you.’ Wade said that Erich 
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was a name associated with Lange but not Siemens. ‘I hope you’ll be able to furnish 
me with some information. I’ve read that you are a man with an extensive knowledge 
and very fine credentials. 
‘Karl: Where am I? Why have you brought me here?’  
I noticed the old man’s face was wonky: he couldn’t move the right side, and his 
eye and mouth drooped. 
‘Has he had a stroke?’ I asked. 
‘Sshh. Siemens: We could talk all day about your scientific work for example, sir, 
but I have some pressing questions for you. Karl: Who are you? What do you want 
with me? Where is Elsa?’  
He looked absolutely pitiful, his eyes now darting left and right, now gazing past 
the camera, presumably at his interrogator.  
‘Siemens: All in good time, dear friend, I will answer your questions, but first I 
would be obliged if you would answer some of mine. Where is Schäfer’s map?’  
There was a long silence. The old man looked terrified.  
‘Where is Schäfer’s map?’  
This question was repeated several times. Wade stopped reading the script, took a 
sip of beer, adjusted himself in his chair. The old man looked as though he might cry. 
Siemens – we were assuming – asked a different question. Wade recommenced his 
stilted narration.  
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‘Siemens: When did you last see the Jew? Who was the last person to see the Jew? 
Karl: I do not know of what you speak. Please let me go home. Siemens: We cannot let 
you go home until you have answered my questions.’  
This back and forth went on for some time. The old man asked for a drink, and the 
voice told someone to get him a glass of water. There was the sound of footsteps, 
some banging off in the distance. The voice spoke again. 
‘When you have given me the information I need, Brigadier, you must tell me also 
of the golden age and the wise-kings, the air spirits and gods, the fabulous creatures 
you have seen in your visions/dreams. We can have a very pleasant time together, if 
you only understand how important my work is, and you help me.’  
The footsteps returned and the camera was jogged and turned down a little. You 
could see that the old man’s arms were strapped with tape to the arms of an office 
chair. A shadowy figure came into view and, as the camera was readjusted, I saw a 
pink, slim hand offer up a glass to the old man’s lips and tip it. The water ran straight 
back out of his mouth and down his chin. He struggled in the seat but, evidently, 
couldn’t swallow. The voice laughed and spoke again.  
‘You are in a very strange situation, Brigadier. I will allow you to go home, as I 
have said, if you answer my questions. Where is Schäfer’s map? Where did the Jew 
go?’ Wade put down the script. ‘I think you get the gist of it. It gets a little repetitive 
from here.’ 
‘When he says the Jew, does he mean Solly?’ I asked. ‘Is that what you’re driving 
at?’ 
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‘Well, it’s difficult to say. Given certain facts. Facts? I’m not sure we can quite 
call them facts. Given certain suppositions, it would seem fairly unlikely. How old 
would you say Solly was? Seventy-five? Eighty? Probably not, but just, maybe. He 
may have meant someone who Solly knew. That’s, for my money, more likely but it’s 
not beyond the bounds of possibility. I think we can safely say that Solly was an 
occultist? A kabbalist? Yeah?’ 
‘I think we can safely say he was a dabbler.’ On the television the voice had 
cranked up a notch, in aggression and volume. It was barking the same questions as 
before, or variations on them – ‘Schäfer’, ‘Jude’. Wade made a grumbling impatient 
noise and screwed his face up. 
‘I think we can safely say he was more than a bloody dabbler, can’t we?’ 
‘I don’t know. That was more LeRoi and Yuuko’s department than mine. I already 
told you I only knew about that shit from horror stories and metal bands, and they’re 
not generally the most reliable sources of information. I read Fortean Times – 
occasionally. That doesn’t make me a fucking necromancer, does it?’ 
‘I think you’re playing the ingénue here, Christian, and not very convincingly 
either, may I add. You’ve already told me that you know about this stuff.’  
On screen the shouting had ratcheted up again. I glanced at the screen. A figure 
had moved behind the old man. With one hand it gripped his chin and jerked his head 
back. In the other hand it held, and pressed against the old man’s sinewy neck, a 
skewer of some sort. He groaned and rolled his eyes, clearly terrified. The hand 
applied pressure, pushed the skewer into his throat. I looked away; appealed to Wade. 
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‘Do we have to watch any more of this? I think I’ve got idea.’ 
‘You haven’t got the faintest, foggiest bloody idea, young man. Do you know who 
that is, that poor old sod?’ 
‘No. Why would I?’ 
He wheeled his chair round and brought a folder from the bureau, flicked through 
it and produced a grainy A4 photocopy of a picture of the man in the video. 
‘Tell me,’ he said, indicating the screen. ‘Would you say that was the old 
gentleman there?’ I glanced over, saw the hand pressing the skewer to his temple and 
looked quickly away. 
‘Yeah. It looks like him. Yes, almost certainly. Who is he?’ 
‘Was he, to be more accurate. My man Carling furnished me with this photo. He 
recognised him when we watched it, but he couldn’t believe it any more than I could. 
If this likeness is him, that gentleman, in the video nasty, is,’ and here he flipped open 
his little black police notebook, ‘Brigadeführer Karl Maria Wiligut of the SS Race and 
Settlement Office.’ 
‘Is this likely?’ 
‘Given that the man died in 1946, I’d say it was very unlikely. Very, very unlikely 
indeed.’ The sound from the television stopped. The tape played on but the film had, 
mercifully, ended. ‘Carling put out feelers, tried to find out if there was any known 
film footage of the gentleman in question.’ 
‘Should there have been?’ 
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‘Well the Nazis were scrupulous documenters. There’s a whole load of Wiligut’s 
writings extant.’ He consulted his book again. ‘Notes and reports that he produced for 
the SS on, erm, vernacular architectural styles, folk history, burial mounds and 
monoliths, and Aryan prehistory – for Heinrich Himmler, no less.’ 
‘So he was an academic, then?’ 
‘No. He was a bloody nutcase.’ 
‘They were all nutcases, surely?’ 
‘According to Carling, even among that stellar cast of delusional maniacs, our man 
shone.’ He rifled through the notebook. ‘His academic research method involved 
camping at prehistoric sites and dreaming his data.’ 
‘I don’t know many academics. Is that normal?’ 
‘No, it bloody isn’t. Are you winding me up, lad?’ I could see he was getting tired 
and tetchy. 
‘No, I’m not. Look, maybe it’s time I was getting home. Perhaps we should 
arrange another date, if you’re up for it.’ 
‘Mmm,’ he conceded, ‘I need to do my exercises and take my pills. Yeah, let’s call 
it a night.’ He ruminated again. ‘You could stay here tonight if you want. The spare 
room’s made up.’ 
The prospect of a trek across north London and back didn’t appeal, so I accepted 
the offer.  
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‘And in the morning you could, perhaps, enlighten me as to how someone could 
video an interview with a dead man?’ 
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I went up the road to buy a toothbrush. Wade said he usually carried a spare, then 
looked irritated when he didn’t have one. He wheeled off scowling to his downstairs 
bedroom, where I caught a glimpse of a set of weights and a bench. When I got back 
from the shop, he set me in the living room with another can of beer while he 
showered. I watched telly and gazed at his bureau, wondered what else, what other 
treasures, it contained. The files and pads were securely locked away. 
‘How did you get to America, with your pop group, hm?’ he asked when he 
returned with a mug of something, in his dressing gown. ‘You must have been half 
way decent. Were you any good?’ 
‘Any good? Hard to say. By whose standards? What sort of music do you like?’  
‘Schubert, Mozart, Tom Jones, Shirley Bassey.’ 
‘No, then, is your answer. We weren’t any good, but it was important, what we 
were doing.’ 
‘To whom?’ 
‘To us,’ I said. It was to me. ‘Look, I’d better get to bed, if you don’t mind.’  
He didn’t mind. 
‘The front bedroom is made up,’ he said. ‘Make yourself comfortable. There are 
clean towels in the upstairs bathroom. I don’t use them.’ He gestured to himself and 
his wheelchair. I left him watching the news.  
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I wondered if he pulled that one a lot: drawing attention to his misfortune when the 
conversation took a turn that didn’t approve of. He wouldn’t understand what 
Kunstlicht meant if I sat up all night and explained it to him. I was in no doubt that it 
was important. It changed me. For the better, I hoped. 
On the most basic level, they sorted my look out. I was given an appointment with 
herself, Lady Mardy-Arse. I’d to meet her in Camden Town. We went to a bookshop 
called Compendium where she made me buy a book of poetry called ‘The Flowers of 
Evil’, then she took me to a hairdresser’s where a world-weary coiffeur teased and 
dyed my Bruce Dickinson brown biker shag into an altogether more happening 
Andrew Eldritch black biker shag. Mirror shades were purchased, up Camden Market, 
and an ex-Stasi imported leather jacket, paisley shirts, and black jeans of a cut 
befitting a protoplasmic Rock God.  
I studied insouciance at the feet of the experts, indifference and affected ennui. 
Still working nightshifts as uniformed security down in a City office block, I saw the 
staff there were taken aback at my changed appearance and attitude. I took to wearing 
the shades most of the time, especially when anyone was around, and working on my 
haughtiness. I heard some of the office boys call me Electra Glide in Brown, but this 
only stiffened my resolve. It seemed like a test.  
When the security manager dropped in to issue another stream of meaningless 
instructions, instead of punctuating his monologue with yeses and noes, I remained 
silent. I watched through the shades as he became more and more uneasy, started to 
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fidget and had to resort to questioning me directly, asking if I understood. He told me 
to take the shades off. I ignored him. He left flustered and angry.  
In time, only the cleaning ladies could rattle me. They laughed out loud at me 
and told me how good, how cool, I was looking. Faced with high quality Caribbean 
sarcasm I crumbled and smiled back at them. That was at night though, and nobody 
saw. 
My routine was pretty fixed. I arrived home early in the morning and slept until 
midday if I could manage it. I’d rise, eat, shower then practise guitar a bit. Every 
couple of days I’d call in on Solly, to see if he needed anything, and have a natter. In 
the afternoons I’d cycle down to LeRoi’s place and we’d rehearse and write.  
Yuuko was the lyricist, though I helped out. LeRoi directed from behind the 
drum kit, stopping songs with a crash in the middle, and shouting that it wasn’t good 
enough. He gave the appearance of authority, and was certainly a great drummer, but 
after a while I got the impression that the barked instructions were fairly random. 
He’d throw a little paddy and insist on going over a passage again and again. When he 
was finally satisfied I couldn’t really hear much difference.  
Occasionally, it was so wrong that he’d have to flounce off to his bedroom. I 
tried arguing a couple of times, but that wound him into a spitting, hissing tantrum. I 
soon noticed that Yuuko didn’t bother to contradict him. She just smirked and carried 
on doing what she was doing anyway. Eventually he’d be satisfied and we’d move on.  
When he stormed out she’d put the kettle on, light a fag and take up position on 
her milk crates.  
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‘Highly strung,’ she’d mouth at me conspiratorially, and I’d nod back. 
Sometimes we would work on a lyric together. We’d kneel on the floor with piles of 
scrap paper and old style school notebooks, transcribing and changing, swapping a 
line here and there. Sometimes she’d lean against me just for a moment, her shoulder 
resting on my arm, or her bare arm would touch my wrist, touch the back of my hand 
as she reached over to point something out. 
I was as happy as … larry, a sandboy, a pig in shit, as fucking anything actually, 
and, moreover, this was work, more real than any work I’d done before. It didn’t pay 
the rent. It didn’t pay any bills at all. But we were Kunstlicht and our mission was 
paramount.  
What Wade wouldn’t appreciate, I imagined, was that it was a slog. We grafted, 
and we built up a following and we got gigs and they led to other gigs and we used 
our contacts. I could explain how the music business operates and how people like us 
– real artists, proper pukka artists with integrity – try to function in a sea of shit, try to 
swim in a pond full of sharks, but I don’t suppose he’d have understood.  
We started with one support slot in Stoke Newington. Yuuko got it for us via her 
art school chums. That’s how it works. You start of doing freebies, then somebody 
likes you and gives you a few quid, a share of the door, and you build it and take 
whatever opportunities arise.  
 The first one came out of the blue to me, if I was honest. We’d built up quite a 
repertoire of material and then one day I arrived at LeRoi’s and they were at a 
workbench with paper and felt pens, drawing up a set list.  
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‘We have a gig,’ she said. 
‘Samuel Beckett, Stoke Newington. It’s a benefit,’ LeRoi announced. 
‘For what?’ 
‘Who fucking cares?’ 
‘I just wondered.’ 
‘For us,’ he said. They cackled for ten minutes about this. It was being promoted 
by some crusties from the squats by Clissold Park, a fact that gave rise to much 
sneering about white people with dreadlocks again. We had half an hour, in the 
middle of an orgy of do-gooding, half-baked, tie-dyed, tea-headed eco-drivel, 
apparently, to do our thing.  
We decided that twenty minutes was more than enough for the dirty, hippy 
bastards. There were to be no encores, no smiling, and no talking to the other bands. 
The set was designed so that we needed one keyboard, guitar and vocals. We could 
use the headline act’s drum kit, but LeRoi would supply his own snare. 
On the night, I walked to the venue with my guitar. The sound check was 
scheduled for six thirty. Yuuko and LeRoi arrived in a Transit van, with a young man 
in an old, paint-smeared army jacket and black jeans. He had thick curly hair, pale 
skin and a girly mouth. His name was Don, and he was clearly besotted with Her 
Majesty. He and his beardy mate James, the driver, carried our gear in and we sat at 
the back of the bar in a row, Yuuko in the middle.  
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They were in frock coats again, and he had brought a coat hanger to put his on 
while he played. He had leather trousers and wrap around shades. His hair by now was 
sculpted flat on top and streamlined at the back with some sort of striped, long, pointy 
ornament tucked into the right hand side.   
‘What’s that?’ I asked, squinting at it. 
‘A porcupine quill,” he sneered, as if any idiot could see that. ‘It’s sharp as a 
knife, but you can’t get done for carrying a weapon. Brilliant, eh?’ 
‘Right.’ 
Yuuko’s makeup was terrifyingly precise and the coat stayed buttoned the whole 
time. She had a blouse with a sort of ruff collar that came up to her chin so her face 
was framed in black.  
I’d been ordered to shave two days beforehand and then leave it, and to wear the 
sunglasses at all times. That made a dignified entrance to the dingy bar difficult, but I 
think I carried it off okay. I tripped over a couple of things on the stage but not during 
the performance, which was a miracle given how nervous I was by then. LeRoi 
seemed to possess a type of radar and moved as if in the brightest daylight.  
The headliners were Planet Headf*ck, which LeRoi and Yuuko pronounced 
Planet Headfasterisk-kuh. They were sound checking when we arrived and our time 
came and went. Don and James set our gear at the front of the stage and we waited 
patiently, three crows on a fence.  
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‘This is why we keep it simple,’ LeRoi whispered out of the side of his mouth. 
‘They drone on and on about sharing, and peace and love and community, but they’re 
all selfish cunts.’  
Indeed, it became apparent, from the sound check, that they were some dreary 
art school ska-ish, punk-ish, bluesy, folky freedom fighters – freedom fighters was 
Yuuko’s – and it became even more evident that it was really less of a sound check 
and more of a rehearsal-cum-jam. They occasionally shouted something to the sound 
man, but mostly they just went through their set. They were, very obviously, using up 
time so that we wouldn’t get a proper go. 
At the end of each song the lead vocalist smirked over at us to check that we 
were impressed with their musicianship and suitably intimidated. I was getting the 
idea now, didn’t acknowledge him, and kept up the stone-face even though inside me 
a panic-stricken idiot was running around screaming. I wanted to get up and ask when 
we’d be able to have our turn. I turned to Yuuko. 
‘Should we say something?’ 
‘Hold the line, soldier,’ LeRoi hissed from the other side of her. They eventually 
decided that they were done and meandered off the stage. The lead singer, who was 
taller and better dressed than the rest of them, his face just a little too narrow, his nose 
just too hooked to be really pretty, gathered up his coat and retired to a corner to 
smoke. He was joined by an older man in a suit jacket, open necked shirt and jeans - 
polished shoes as well. That, LeRoi informed us, was their manager and he speculated 
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about how long the almost pretty singer would be with his anarcho-syndicalist 
compadres if there was the faintest whiff of a recording contract.   
The fiddle player, a young woman in a miniskirt, torn tights and big boots, her 
braided and beaded hair in bunches that made her look like a giant, dirty rag doll, 
came over to us while the rest of them milled around rolling fags and leaning on 
things.  
‘Is there anything you need? Just say, if there’s anything we can do to help you 
out.’ I saw LeRoi purse his lips, straining to hold in whatever bon mot he’d cooked 
up. I shook my head and Yuuko rose and floated past the puppet girl. 
‘No,’ was all she said. She went straight over to the soundman. He was the only 
other old person in the room, early forties I’d say, thinning hair, workmanlike 
demeanour. She was smiling when she talked to him. Don and James helped me 
arrange the mikes and amps. Everything was set up as planned before we played a 
note. We played a verse/chorus of one song. Yuuko went and had words with the 
soundman; we made some adjustments, did it again, he gave us the thumbs up and that 
was that. 
Over the back, the nearly pretty singer and the manager stood up, had a brief 
conversation, then the singer went and spoke to the soundman. The soundman nodded, 
but carried on working and didn’t look at him. When the singer moved away Yuuko 
headed for the sound desk like an Exocet. She and the soundman laughed and chatted 
for a couple of minutes. He nodded enthusiastically at her, and she waved to him as 
she turned to join us. I could see that we’d won that one.  
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There were a couple of singer-songwriters and a poet on the bill, who’d arrived 
after us and had been hanging around through the extended soundcheck/rehearsal. The 
musicians looked relieved; the poet looked drunk. We left with Don and James, and 
installed ourselves in the non-smoking area of the Rochester Castle around the corner, 
where we sipped soft drinks and waited for the appointed hour. 
My stomach was beginning to cramp. I felt sick and went to the toilet five or six 
times in the hour and a half we were there.  
‘I might have a lager,’ I said, at one point. 
‘No you won’t,’ LeRoi said, quietly but emphatically. 
‘Well, maybe a brandy to take the edge off the nerves.’ 
‘And why would you want to do that?’ 
‘I feel sick.’ 
‘Good. It shows you care.’ 
‘Half of Planet Cockend will be stoned or pissed by the time they get on. We’ll 
be better than them anyway, but I don’t want to leave anything to chance.’ 
‘You’ll piss all over them,’ James chimed in. ‘That Julian’s a right tosser. I heard 
they were pretty close to splitting up.’ 
‘Good. Let’s finish ‘em off.’ 
We entered the Beckett at 10.35, took the stage at 10.45, played for twenty-three 
minutes and had people dancing for twenty minutes, by my estimation. I’d thrown up 
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before we left the Rochester, and I forgot some of the words and fluffed a few chord 
changes, but LeRoi’s drumming and the electro bass lines drove everything on like an 
avalanche.  
I didn’t speak at all between songs. The MC just shouted Kunstlicht and we were 
on. The hesitations and fumbles were ironed out by the end of the set. I felt as though 
I was burning and everything was in slow motion. The room was full of crusties and 
ravers and all sorts and I couldn’t believe it when they applauded and then applauded 
again.  
I wanted to do an encore at the end of it, but I looked across and Yuuko had 
whipped out the cables on her synth. Don moved in to take it down. As she came 
towards me, I saw her reach out and run her hand back and forth across the knobs of 
Planet Headf*ck’s amps. I turned round to see LeRoi unclip his snare drum and as he 
left the stage, with a deft movement, he whipped the porcupine quill out of his hair, 
stuck it through the Headf*ck snare skin a couple of times and then slipped it back 
into place. Yuuko moved behind me and, with her body blocking the audience, did the 
rest of the amps and knocked a bottle of beer over on one of them. With Don working 
quickly, we were out on the street within five minutes, waiting for James and the van. 
Before it arrived, we allowed ourselves a smile to each other, and then Julian 
appeared. 
‘You fucking bastards. What makes you think you can just touch other people’s 
equipment?’ LeRoi looked away and said nothing. Yuuko looked him in the eyes and 
said nothing.  
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‘You fucking bastards.’ I saw LeRoi take the quill out of his hair again, then, 
quick as you like, Yuuko punched the almost lovely Julian in the face. Don and I 
stepped forward and put ourselves between him and her, and he retreated, blood 
trickling down his top lip. He carried on shouting abuse at us from the pub door, and 
we continued to say nothing. The van pulled up and we slung the gear in. Don and 
LeRoi hopped in the back, I slammed the sliding door and, as Yuuko was climbing in 
the passenger side, I saw the Headf*ck’s manager struggle his way past the doormen. 
He was livid and didn’t look as though he’d back down so easily as the nearly 
lovely Julian. I gave Yuuko a shove. 
‘Get in! Get in!’ He would have been on me if a little punk girl hadn’t stepped 
into his path. She went flying, and he lurched at me. 
‘Drive, James, Drive!’ I jumped onto the passenger step, hanging onto the door 
as we started to move. The manager got a hold of the tail of my jacket but his 
momentum sent him sprawling as we pulled away. I hauled myself in and slammed 
the door.  As we careered up the road the traffic light at the High Street junction 
changed to red but James shouted, ‘Fuck it’ and crashed through the gears. Don said 
he knew a good pub near the Hackney Empire where we could get a late one, so we 
dropped the gear off at LeRoi’s place and went for beer. 
I put out Wade’s landing light and realised I’d forgotten how good it was being 
Kunstlicht. The day after the gig, in the café in Stoke Newington, where I was nursing 
a hangover and trying to settle my guts with a fried breakfast, a young bloke with a 
dispatch riders bag came over. 
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‘You’re in that Kuntlicks band, aren’t you?’ 
‘Yeah,’ I said. 
‘You were fucking great. Planet Headf*ck were fucking shit, mate. Well done.’  
As I climbed into bed and flicked the light out a vision of the old man in the 
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It was quiet in the bedroom, even though it faced onto the road. Occasionally a car 
went by, but the speed bumps slowed them down. I lay quietly and tried to think about 
America and what I was going to tell Wade. Eventually, I drifted off to sleep. 
I dreamed I was trying to climb on scree. Spindly bushes grew among the loose 
rock shards and I tried to drag my way up the hillside using them as handholds. Their 
roots were very shallow, though, and they kept pulling loose, sending showers of rock 
clattering over the edge of the precipice at the bottom of the slope. Every move I made 
started a new mini avalanche. I couldn’t see over the edge of the cliff, but I knew there 
was something huge and savage down there, something I didn’t want to see. 
As I lay there, sweating and tense, trying to dig my toes in among the rubble of the 
scree, I heard a faint voice that was either a whisper or very distant. I couldn’t make 
out what it was saying, so I tried to move my position on the slope to hear where it 
was coming from better. As I did so the plants I was holding pulled free and the whole 
hill shifted under me. 
I woke with a start, flailing at the bedclothes, but, after I’d collected myself and 
caught my breath, I could still hear the murmuring voice. I sat up, listened, and 
realised it was somebody talking downstairs. I couldn’t make out who it was, but it 
carried on, so after a while, I turned on the bedside lamp and checked the time. It was 
one o’clock in the morning. 
I’d thought Wade was eager for his bed. I wondered if he had visitors, and, if he 
did, who and why. I slid out of bed, opened the curtains a touch, put out the light, then 
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tiptoed to the door. On the landing, I listened carefully. It was Wade, on the telephone, 
in the living room. If I could hear him talking from the bedroom, I surmised, I would 
have heard an incoming call – I’m not that heavy a sleeper these days – so he must 
have called out, which wasn’t, somehow, a very comforting notion. 
I crept along the landing – thank Christ for Axminster – to the head of the stairs, as 
near as I could get to him without being seen. Peeking through the bannister rail, I 
could just see his chair and legs. His free hand tapped agitatedly at the tyre. 
‘No, no,’ he said, and paused, clearly listening to a lengthy reply, ‘No, leave it 
with me,’ long pause, ‘Listen to me for once. No. He knows a lot more than we 
thought. No. It sounds as though they were quite knowledgeable, but it’s hard to say. 
You’re just going to have to be patient. Look, I’ve got to go. No. Goodnight. No. 
Goodnight.’ He hung up. 
I turned back up the stairs. A step creaked, of course. I hesitated. I could hear him 
moving around the room, flicking lights off. I stepped lively along, praying he hadn’t 
heard me, that his clatter would cover my flight. But then, I thought, what was he 
going to do: levitate up the fucking stairs? 
On my way back to the bedroom, it registered that one of the other doors had a 
Yale lock. All three had regular keyholes; I heard him still rumbling about in the 
kitchen, and popped back and checked. The one next to mine was open – it was 
another guest room with a few boxes piled up in it – but the other was locked 
securely.  
Now I couldn’t sleep. 
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I lay there in the dark and wondered just what the hell he meant by knowledgeable, 
and what he knew, which train of thought led me to erstwhile bandmates. I never 
really questioned their beliefs, or, more importantly, the depth of their erudition in 
arcane matters.   
In my case, if I was really honest, the sum total of my occult learning, up to 
meeting that lot, came from News of the World exposés of suburban covens, from 
Hammer’s House of Horror, Dennis Wheatley, a Penthouse feature on Crowley, and 
yeah, the occasional Fortean Times – though I was never a subscriber – then Barker, 
James, Lovecraft, and their ilk, of course; and yes, I did own a copy of the Corpus 
Hermeticum, but I’d never read more than a couple of paragraphs. I didn’t take it 
seriously, not even when LeRoi and Yuuko started getting all ethereal and 
otherworldly on me, but what, I wondered, if everybody but me was in on it from day 
one. 
I tried to recall my initiation into the Kunstlicht world of the occult. It was way 
before the first gig, at a rehearsal, in fact. Yuuko had arranged a trip into the realms of 
the unknown for us, so to speak.  
We were just finishing up with a run through of a new song, ‘White Flowers’, 
which turned into another run through, then, as the last chords faded out, LeRoi 
shouted ‘Again!’ and off we went. Each time it sounded better, or at least we felt more 
inside it, as though it was becoming habitual and we didn’t have to think about it. Yu 
was lost, fiddling and tweaking, fine-tuning her Moog, making little adjustments to 
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filters, producing sounds that throbbed through my body. And LeRoi stank. He was 
sweating like a hog and leathering hell out of the snare. His shirt was absolutely 
drenched, and when we finished he did a mock collapse over the kit, which I’d have 
thought was a bit rock ‘n’ roll for him, but didn’t seem embarrassed by it. 
‘Right, that’s enough,’ he said. ‘I’m gonna get a quick shower.’ He wafted his shirt 
front and winced at the smell.  
‘Yeah, bloody right,’ Yuuko said, ‘but hurry up. We’ve got to get going soon.’ 
‘There’s loads of time. What you talking about, woman?’ 
‘I need to nip home.’ 
‘Oh, fuck off. You could have got ready before you came.” 
‘No I couldn’t. Get in the shower and hurry up.’ 
‘We could meet you there.’ 
‘It’s easier if we go together.’ She was right. Given their capacity for fannying 
about, the simpler the arrangements were, the better. It was the Scala tonight, I was 
informed, for the all-nighter. All night, back-to-back horror: witchcraft tonight’s 
theme. Mario Bava’s Mask of Satan, which Yuuko assured me I’d love, seemed to 
imply that I had no choice and must love.  
‘The opening sequence with the iron maiden. Nothing, by the way, to do with 
Dickinson and his idiots.’  
I’d already been laughed out of town for professing a liking for the mighty 
Maiden, so I kept it under wraps now.  
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‘With the iron maiden and the hammer …’ And she broke off her sentence with a 
connoisseurial headshake.  
LeRoi was faffing, as was his wont, moving towels and items of clothing from one 
place to another. He’d stripped off his wet shirt and was naked to the waist. 
Considering how averse he was to exercise, how contemptuous of my fitness 
programme, he was a muscly little devil. His abs were well defined, and his arms 
sinewy. I’d noticed the scars on his forearms before, half a dozen fine interlacing cut-
marks up near each elbow, but as he passed, heading for the shower, I saw other dark 
lines on his back.  
‘Witchfinder General, of course; it’s a classic. He only made three films, you 
know.’ Yuuko said. 
‘Who?’  
‘Reeves.’ She gave me the evil eye. ‘If you’re not listening, make a cup of tea.’ I 
did so and we were both delighted to hear LeRoi shriek when I turned the tap on to fill 
the kettle. There was a lot of muffled shouting. Only the cuss words were 
distinguishable. The kitchen was next door to the bathroom. The bathroom had been 
one of the works’ khazis until LeRoi had a plumber shoehorn a shower unit in. The 
pan sat on bricks. I waited till he was quiet and then turned the cold tap on full bore 
again. He sounded vicious this time, so thereafter I left it alone. 
Tormenting him put me back in her good books, and when I brought her tea she 
carried on with her informative little talk. 
‘He committed suicide.’ 
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“Who?’ 
‘Reeves. His films, The Sister of Satan, The Sorcerers and Witchfinder General; 
all three were about witchcraft and possession, and then he committed suicide. Makes 
you think, doesn’t it?’ 
‘Yeah. Does it? What about?’ 
‘Whether he was a dabbler. Whether he learned too much. Anyway, it’s a fabulous 
film; the settings are so atmospheric. The place is full, full of magic. It’s buried deep 
in the landscape. That’s why he,’ – she nodded towards the bathroom – ‘has such an 
affinity. There’s a real, deep history of it where he’s from.’  
‘What? Africa?’ She gave me a look as though she couldn’t make out if I was 
joking. I wasn’t, but the hiatus allowed me to pretend I was. ‘No, no. Norfolk, 
obviously. You were saying.’ 
She had some sewing scissors and a sheet of strawberries and was cutting them up. 
‘I think three each will be enough, yeah?’ she said. 
‘No, for fuck’s sake.’ He was out of the bathroom, and strolled past with an armful 
of clothes, stark bollock naked, ‘Take ’em all. We’ve got the whole of Sunday.’ I said 
nothing on this matter because I’d never actually done acid before. Mushies, yes, and 
a couple of Es, but not actual decent quality acid. Not that I let on. 
‘No. We’ll have three each, and we’re not taking them till we get there, and we’re 
not taking them all at once.’ 
‘Alright, matron,’ he shouted from his bedroom, ‘but leave the rest of ‘em here.’ 
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This made her laugh. ‘Are you mad? We have work to do on Monday. I don’t want 
to spend the morning out on the street, phoning and ringing the bell for three hours 
because you’re curled up like a homesick abortion, still off your fucking face.’ It 
sounded like she’d experienced this scenario before. 
‘For safe keeping,’ he said. ‘Just leave ‘em here.’ 
She smiled at me. ‘Yeah. Right. Good idea.’  
I hardly dared ask, but did anyway, ‘Won’t the acid be a distraction? From the 
films, I mean?’ 
‘Mmm.’ She didn’t sneer immediately. That was a good sign. Perhaps she was 
going to give me the benefit of the doubt. ‘If you only wanted to see the films, 
perhaps. You need to see what’s underneath though. We need to see beneath the 
surface. We can’t gauge what needs to be done, what we need to take from them, if 
there’s too much reality in the way. Do you see?’ 
Not really, but I rolled with it. ‘You think there are messages?’ 
‘Not messages. That’s too simplistic. It’s access, access to something they’re 
trying to show us. It’s not knowledge like a bunch of facts. It’s something they knew, 
or intuited – that’s a better word, yeah, intuited – and then they encoded it into their 
art. Reeves saw stuff, and Christensen knew what was at the bottom of things.’ 
‘Who’s Christensen?’ 
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‘You’ll see.’ She lost patience and unfolded her spidery limbs, tucked the acid 
rations in her wallet, and started to harangue LeRoi, who was mostly dressed, mostly 
in leather, but applying blusher. 
‘Come aawn. Get a move on, Grace Jones,’ she said, and they bickered all the way 
to the bus stop. This was how they carried on most of the time. 
 LeRoi and I were made to wait in a pub on the Ball’s Pond Road while she nipped 
off to De Beauvoir to titivate. As he said, she could have done it earlier, could have 
come ready to go out, or equally she could have gone home while he was faffing. It 
seemed they could only faff one at a time. It made everything take slightly longer, 
made everything a little bit more inconvenient, but that’s what being an artist is all 
about, I surmised – self-assertion, having the confidence and the brass neck to fuck 
everyone else around. It’s beautiful to watch, in a way, seeing two distended egos rub 
up against each other. That’s what creates the energy, I thought. It’s what makes us so 
good.   
He was hardly speaking now. He sat there pouting and resisting any attempt to 
make small talk. I could imagine he was plotting. He was definitely pissed off because 
she had the drugs, but it was never really about that specifically. It was about control 
generally.  
‘Have you seen them before?’ I asked. 
‘Who?’ He looked regal in his indifference. He knew full well what I was talking 
about but had to pretend otherwise, pretend he didn’t give a rats, that he could hardly 
bring himself to talk to me. 
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‘The films, I mean.’ 
He took a sip of his lager, licked his lips, pouted again, and stared into space. 
‘Yes.’ His nostrils flared and he sighed with impatience. It must be terrible having 
to communicate with lesser mortals. 
‘What? All of them?’  
‘Are you a virgin?’  
‘What you talking about? What’s that got to do with anything?’ 
‘You look like one?’ Smirk, sneer. 
‘No. I fucking aren’t. It’s none of your business. Fuck’s sake.’ 
‘I just thought, you know …’ He trailed off and gazed at the door and we didn’t 
speak again until she reappeared. ‘Took your time,’ he said, and they were off again. 
We had another beer and she told us how we were likely to make a breakthrough 
tonight. He never contradicted her directly, but there was always an undercurrent, very 
subtle, that was maybe saying, you don’t know what you’re talking about, lady. Not 
that it had any effect on her. 
As we left, she broke out the rations, one tab each. We popped them on our 
tongues and scooted for the bus. The challenge now was to get to the picture house 
before we became distracted, lost concentration, became incapable of buying tickets, 
or whatever other pitfall might present itself. 
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Indeed, by the time we reached the cinema things were beginning to get a bit 
woolly round the edges. The place was a mess to start with, I could see. Clearly, 
cleaning was not at the top of the list of priorities for the staff who, largely 
preoccupied with their own personal affairs, trod a delicate line between friendly and 
utterly indifferent. We huddled and pooled money. Yuuko was elected as our 
representative and approached the box office cautiously. She asked for three tickets 
for the balcony, enunciating very carefully, as if talking to a dim and possibly foreign 
child. LeRoi and I had agreed to wait at the other side of the foyer, but found 
ourselves transported miraculously to her side, hanging on her words. The friendly-
indifferent ticket seller smiled indulgently.  
‘Do you think she knows?’ I whispered rather too loudly. LeRoi kicked me in the 
shins and I buttoned it, sharpish. He and I were in charge of the bags of beer cans. We 
reconvened the huddle and Yuuko hissed at me to shut up. Other punters were drifting 
in. There were regular middle aged folks with arty glasses and ethnicky hats, and a 
punk couple with matching bleached blond hair who I was sure I’d seen before. I also 
identified a number of greasy army surplus types; fresh from a Dungeons & Dragons 
marathon, I suggested, again a little too loudly.  
‘Someone I know looked like that not so very long ago,’ LeRoi insinuated. ‘Kettle, 
pal? Mm? Pot? I wouldn’t go there.’  
I’ll get him for that, I thought, later, in fact, I must remember to remember to get 
him for that later, but I was distracted by the snack crisis. We couldn’t buy crisps or 
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anything that made a noise. It would draw attention to us and we couldn’t possibly 
have that. Yuuko took over on the beer holding and I was dispatched to the snack 
counter to buy wine gums, some boiled sweets and popcorn, having established that 
popcorn didn’t fall into the crisp category and so was permissible. Just as we seemed 
to have control, Yuuko realised she wouldn’t have enough fags for the entire 
programme and so someone would have to go to the off-licence next door. 
By the time we made our way upstairs The Mask of Satan was just about to start. 
Satan roamed abroad, the narrator informed us as we blundered along the front row. I 
glanced down to see the burly torturers, the flames of the robed councillors’ torches 
flickering. As we clumped up the aisle, the wind whistled in the graveyard and I 
thought I felt an icy blast run through the cinema. 
I tried to get us into the central seating, but there were too many other people there 
so, at Yuuko’s insistence, we bundled into three seats on the left hand side, the 
sinister; left hand facing the screen, that is. We deposited the bags of beer and 
provisions, clanking and rustling, onto the floor, and took our seats just in time to see 
the hooded executioner pluck up the mask and bring it towards the screen, the nails 
inside it pointing straight at camera, leaving no doubt what was coming. My hair 
crawled as Princess Asa cursed her brother and his heirs, and a shiver ran through me 
as they hammered the mask home, driving the nails through her face. 
As the titles ran, LeRoi, in the middle, issued cans of beer and sweeties and we 
settled back in the dark. It occurred to me that the film was the most absorbing and 
interesting thing I’d ever seen. Even though it appeared to have about as much plot 
  74 
structure as a children’s game, with characters running from place to place willy-nilly, 
it seemed incredibly profound. 
‘It’s amazing, isn’t it?’ I asked LeRoi. I needed reassurance. 
‘Yeah. I can’t believe the effects.’ 
‘Yeah. It’s really scary.’ 
‘Yeah, but really beautiful.’ 
I was forced to concur. It had to be one of the most beautiful things I’d ever seen. 
‘I wonder how they managed to do that,’ LeRoi mused. 
‘Do what?’ I asked. 
‘Film the background, you know, in tartan.’ Then he started to giggle and Yuuko 
had to shush him. I looked very hard, screwed my eyes up, but I couldn’t see any 
tartan. It was all just black and white. I thought it best not to let on though, in case it 
was important. 
‘Yeah. Amazing.’ 
We lasted pretty well through that one, but as the closing credits were rolling 
Yuuko handed us each another tab. I might have felt a bit paranoid about this but a 
couple of the Dungeon-masters had skinned up and the smoke was drifting our way. 
We took it in turns to go to the toilet next, though the arrangements were complicated 
by the fact that LeRoi needed me to go with him and stand outside. I wasn’t to go in, 
he was quite emphatic about that, but he couldn’t go down on his own. Apparently 
there were queers on the premises. I wondered why this mattered, given that he was 
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queer himself, but it transpired that they were the wrong sort of queers. Not my place 
to pass judgement in these matters, I thought; it’s his call, this one. 
Witchcraft through the Ages was next on the bill. This was the one Yuuko was 
most eager to see, made in 1922 by Benjamin Christensen. Actors went mad during 
the shoot, apparently. It was a closed set, and filming was done throughout the night, 
most especially in the dead of night. Rumour had it that all sorts depravities and 
strange rites took place. Christensen was an expert on witchcraft and everything 
esoteric, according to her. 
And almost as important in this print, LeRoi said, narrated by none other than the 
esteemed Mr William S. Burroughs. Its countercultural credentials were impeccable. 
Yuuko thought that he wouldn’t have put his name to it if there wasn’t something in it. 
She considered we might, if we were lucky enough, be sufficiently receptive to get to 
the bottom of it. We’d have to look at it very hard to see the essence.  
Like Huxley’s flower, LeRoi suggested.  
Yuuko begged to differ: that was peyote mescaline.  
It was the same thing.  
No, it wasn’t.  
But if it wasn’t we were fucked for receptiveness.  
What did Huxley know about anything? 
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Luckily, at this point, the feature started, and I have to say it was out there. 
Burrough’s croaky patrician drawl and the cheesy jazz score rendered it utterly 
surreal. They stopped bickering and we slouched down in the seats again.  
I tried to concentrate on the film, but it became harder and harder. I became more 
and more conscious of our surroundings, of the building we were in. The cinema was 
purpose built, I supposed, sixty or seventy years ago, but was a wreck now. Fittings 
had been stripped out. The last vestiges of its finery were tarnished and decrepit. The 
ceiling was filthy with smoke and dust, and the clientele matched the ambience, fallen 
creatures, moral degenerates, more wicked and rotten than anything we’d seen, or 
were likely to see, on the screen. 
I remembered An American Werewolf in London, the scene in the Soho picture 
house, where David’s mutilated victims returned to haunt him. I was overcome by the 
sense that something terrible might be out there in the dark of this cinema. In fact, I 
became more and more sure that there was something behind me, close to me, perhaps 
in the row behind, perhaps by my shoulder.  
I tried to concentrate on the film. Burroughs croaked on, the jazz twiddled and 
peeped, baroque creatures scampered around the screen. My scalp tingled, and my 
heart started to pound. The sound of it filled my ears and increased the panic. What if 
something was moving, was getting closer, and I couldn’t hear it?  
In the corner of my eye, I saw LeRoi turn his head, but I daren’t even move my 
eyes in the other direction. I was too scared to look into the dark. But he did. Very 
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slowly he craned around, stared up at the back of the balcony, then turned back to face 
the screen. He took a huge breath, gave a long sigh, then turned to stare again.  
It was almost unbearable. I wanted to know what he was looking at, but was too 
terrified to turn. Gently, ever so gently, I reached over and touched his knee. 
‘What is it?’ I whispered through clenched teeth. He leaned his head on my 
shoulder and whispered back: 
‘Don’t look. It’s horrible.’ 
‘What is? What is?’ The fear was screwing my chest so tight I could hardly 
breathe.  
‘There’s an old bloke on the back row.’ 
‘What sort of old bloke?’ 
‘He looks like a tramp. God, it’s awful.’ 
‘What’s he doing?’ 
‘He’s having a wank.’ 
My nerves were shot to pieces, and by the end of the film we’d finished the beer. 
We decided we needed more, but we couldn’t really concentrate, so we all took our 
last tabs then, and it probably took twenty minutes to sort out the logistics, decided on 
another trip to the off-licence. We never made it back to see the rest of the films. 
Witchfinder General was abandoned and instead we trooped off, whispering and 
giggling, into the night. 
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That whole weekend seemed to sum up their – or do I mean our – relationship 
with the spiritual realm, forbidden lore, magic, diabolism, and all that jazz. I never let 
on that I had any doubts; that would have made me seem gauche, and gaucheness was 
one of the many pitfalls, I’d established, that were set for the unwary. Yes, in 
retrospect it was like being initiated into a cult, but a cult of shallow cool, rather than a 
secret society of sorcery, depravity, destructive ambition, and madness. 
Solly was, as it turned out, a different animal, but I didn’t really take him seriously 
either. At the time it was hard to determine what he believed, how much was just 
crazy old man talk, and when, or whether, he was telling the truth – but the clues were 
there.  
That’s the problem with bloody clues. They’re only clues when you know there’s a 
puzzle. It’s like the Lovecraft story where Tillinghast builds the machine that allows 
him to see the inter-dimensional monsters. We’re all happy till we know what’s out 
there. It works on a commonplace level as well, before you even consider that 
interstellar, multiversal, unfathomable infinite kind of shit. One day the sun’s shining, 
birds are twittering away, and everything’s grand; and then wallop, from the blindside 
comes some little piece of phenomenal horror. It’s ungraspable on its own banal 
terms, never mind considering it may be driven by some kind of demiurgic 
intelligence. 
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Solly’s little visitor set alarm bells off, but entirely the wrong sort of alarm bells. I 
thought ‘con man’, oh God, here we go; if the local parasites have him down as an 
easy touch, it won’t be long before he’s robbed blind. It was a Friday morning, I knew 
that, because I was cycling home from work and thinking about taking some ideas to a 
rehearsal, but I couldn’t remember exactly when this Friday was. It might have been 
before LeRoi started calling in for me or it could have been after.  
I lay staring up at Wade’s ceiling trying hard to work out a timeline on things; 
difficult when so much had happened. 
I spent quite a bit of time with Solly around then, called in just about every other 
day. He swung quite erratically between lucidity and bat-shit craziness. Occasionally 
we’d just talk about food, and would I mind awfully getting him some gefüllte fish 
from the Egg Stores. Other days I would go in and he’d have papers everywhere and 
be really agitated, leafing through book after book, and then start bending my ear 
about what Lactantius and Tertullian had to say about devils and spirits, what the Neo-
Platonists had misconceived: things like that. He’d have strung blankets up on the 
windows to block the sunlight out, and be poring through his books by a bare forty-
watt bulb on an old lamp stand. When he was at his most frantic, I’d think, I’ve got to 
get some proper help for him, then the next day he’d be fine – preoccupied with 
gefüllte fish again. 
I must have introduced LeRoi to him before the Mysterious Stranger appeared, 
then; probably a couple of weeks previous. He – LeRoi that is, not the MS – turned up 
at my flat just before I set off for practice. He invited himself in for a cup of tea, but I 
said I had to go round to Solly’s. 
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‘Who the fuck’s Solly?’  
‘Just a bloke.’ 
‘Really, what sort of a bloke?’  
All the time, as I got dressed in the bedroom, I could see him scrutinising my stuff, 
taking in my bookshelves, my records; he even had a look in my kitchen cupboard. He 
was here to check me out, the nosy little bastard. 
‘Just an old bloke. I just want to make sure he’s alright.’ 
‘Why? Is he related?’  
‘He thinks so.’ That made me laugh. LeRoi scowled. He didn’t like not being in on 
the joke. ‘Come and meet him. He’s interesting.’  
‘I’m sure he is.’  
I packed my work bag and let the sarcasm run off me.  
Solly excelled himself. 
‘Hello. Who’s the little black lad?’ he asked. I died a little inside and told him it 
was my friend LeRoi. I needn’t have worried about him taking offence though, 
because he hadn’t heard. He was transfixed by the piles of books.  
‘We’re just passing,’ I said, ‘I thought I’d check if you were okay.’ It was a 
blankets down day, so I figured he was. LeRoi had muttered a greeting to him and was 
running a finger over the vellum binding of a volume on the table by the door. 
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‘You interested in books, young man,’ Solly asked. ‘Go and make us a cup of tea, 
son.’ He shooed me out to the kitchen and that was that. They were bestest pals. A 
nasty childish part of me was a bit miffed at this turn up, but I did as I was asked. 
Anyway the Mysterious Stranger, I’m sure, first showed his face a couple of weeks 
after that.  
I was cycling past on my way home from somewhere, and I looked over the wall 
into Solly’s garden, though calling it a garden’s stretching it a bit.  All those big old 
townhouses houses had the front gardens ripped out and levelled so tenants could park 
cars in them. Solly’s had an old Ford Zodiac in it. It’d been there so long the tyres 
were perished and flat, the paintwork had faded to a matt finish, and it was covered in 
bird shit and stained with honeydew from the street trees. In the corner near Solly’s 
door was an overhanging elderberry bush that slightly obscured the view from the 
road. It wasn’t planted intentionally; it’s just that no one takes proper care of those 
places.  
So I was cycling past and saw the outline of someone talking to Solly by his 
front door. It was a man, a big man, someone I didn’t recognise. There’d been stuff in 
the Hackney Gazette about old folks getting scammed by bogus officials, that kind of 
thing. I groaned to myself and thought I’d better check what was up because, 
obviously, Solly didn’t have a tremendous record on not letting strangers into his 
place.  
I ran the bike up the steps and popped it into our hallway, kicked the mail onto 
the mail pile as I went by, then walked back round to Solly’s to see what was going 
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on. By the time I got there I saw the man, the MS, making his way back to the High 
Road. I say mysterious, but there wasn’t much mystery about him. He had a crew cut 
with a mop of bleached blonde hair up top, a bit rockabilly; in fact, he looked a 
complete bloody thug, a Neo of some description, I’d have guessed, and not hyphen 
Platonist in this instance. As it turned out, I wasn’t that far off the mark. 
When I got there Solly was clearly upset. He had his chain on the door, 
something I’d been trying to persuade him to do for weeks without success, and when 
I knocked he didn’t open immediately, instead asking who I was. 
‘It’s Christian.’ 
‘Christian? Christian?’ There was a long pause, then, ‘What do you want with 
me?’ 
‘Solly. It’s me, Christian. Open up for God’s sake.’ 
He opened the door to the length of the chain and peeped through. 
‘What’s God got to do with it.’ 
‘Look, it’s just me. Who was that bloke at the door?’ 
‘Oh. It’s you, boy. Come in.’ He shut the door behind me, peering suspiciously 
out into the yard; not that you could see much from there. 
‘Who was that bloke at the door, Solly?’  
‘Nobody. There wasn’t anybody.’ 
‘There was, mate. I saw him. Blonde bloke. You were talking to him.’ 
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‘Oh, him. He’s nobody.’ 
‘Really. Did he say he was from the council? Was he asking for money?’ He was 
fumbling with the kettle, his hands shaking. ‘Shall I do that?’ He allowed me to take 
over, and shuffled into the living room. When I took the tea in, he’d slumped in his 
armchair and was looking even paler than usual. He wasn’t really with me. 
‘I’ve not always been a good man, you know, boy?’  
‘Well, that doesn’t matter, Solly. Nobody should have to put up with those 
sharks. Did he want money?’ He stared at the electric fire. 
‘I don’t think he knew what he wanted. I hope he didn’t know what he wanted. 
Maybe he got the wrong address.’ 
‘Well, if he comes back you tell me. Okay?’ 
‘I told him a false name.’  
We left it at that. I wondered if there was anything I should have noticed, and 
now, having spoken to Wade, if it was just coincidence this bloke showed up after 
LeRoi had been round there the first time. I didn’t specifically tell him not to tell 
anyone else about Solly’s books, but then I didn’t see any reason to not tell anyone. 
I must have fallen asleep at some point in the night, because I stopped thinking, 
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Hearing him bumping around in the kitchen, I took the opportunity to try the spare 
room door. It was locked up nice and tight, and it seemed a heavier build than the 
others. When I got downstairs, he was as cool as you like. He’d let me lie in until ten, 
though he’d clearly been busy a while. The back door was open, and there was a little 
tray of gardening tools just outside. He clearly just got on with his life. I wondered if I 
would have been so sanguine if I’d been that badly damaged.  
‘Good morning, young man. Can I interest you in breakfast? Tea? Coffee? Toast? 
Cereal?’  
I wanted to mention his late night communication, but kept it buttoned. He was 
nauseatingly cheerful, humming and wheeling back and forth with a clean tea towel 
over his shoulder. I wondered how he kept it up. I wasn’t sure I’d be so cheery with 
my legs gone, or the rest of it; but then he would mention it when he wanted to steer 
the conversation. That takes an unnatural degree of sangfroid, I thought.   
‘I’ll have a coffee and some cereal, thanks.’ It was a struggle, though, not to 
glower, not to sound chippy.  
‘You mentioned Siemens was part of a murder inquiry, Mr Wade; how’d you track 
him down?’ There – dead innocent, like. It seemed to catch him on the hop as well, 
but he carried on clattering about with the breakfast things.  
‘Well, it was a pretty tedious sort of investigation to begin with. Do you take 
sugar?’ 
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‘Just milk, ta. When was all this? We went to America in October 93. Was it just 
before that?’ 
‘God, no. Muswell Hill was summer 92. No, possibly spring. I have a record 
somewhere.’ He made to wheel out to the living room. 
‘It’s not crucial,’ I said. 
‘No, I suppose it isn’t. Well, we had months of slog. As I say, we had the name 
Lange, but nothing else to go on. The property deeds led us into a black hole of 
holding companies, offshore instruments, Swiss banks, but no real leads. There were 
maps with properties in the countryside circled, and estate agent documents among the 
mess of papers that were left, and we did the rounds of them. It’s not like The 
Sweeney, you know? We don’t spend our time roughing up petty thieves and grilling 
half-naked brasses. Every patient, drug company, delivery service, plumber and 
damned electrician in the files had to be spoken to, see if they knew anything at all. 
Then we got the photo from the old girl he was trying to con and we had to do it all 
over again.’ 
‘It was a nasty murder. Why didn’t you get it on the telly?’ 
‘Nasty murders are ten a penny. If there’s no kiddy involved, or a politician, or 
somebody famous, the press aren’t really that interested.’ 
‘Yeah, but it was weird.’ 
He gave me the evil eye. 
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‘There’s weird and there’s weird, and some weird is best kept under wraps. The 
public don’t need to know everything that goes on.’ 
‘I’d have thought journalists would have loved it.’ 
‘Journalists can love it as much as they like. You may not believe it, but if we 
decide something’s going to be kept quiet, it’s kept quiet. Operational priorities are 
paramount, not some hack’s agenda. If we want the press to keep their nebs out, they 
do as they’re bloody well told.’ 
‘Who’s the “we”? I thought you’d retired.’ 
‘It’s a figure of speech. Are you going to keep interrupting?’  
I was about to say ‘touché’ but thought better of it. 
‘Sorry. Photograph. You were saying.’ 
‘We went back to the estate agents. Some gave us a positive ID, but couldn’t 
furnish us with any more details. A junior officer visited the Bairstow Eve office in 
Amersham. The manager recognised the photo as someone who’d visited a property 
near …’ he shut his eyes and thought, ‘Little Missenden, a few years before, which 
corresponded to a mark on one of the maps. He couldn’t remember the name. I made 
an appointment with the agent who’d shown him round, and he confirmed the man in 
our picture was the same man, but thought his name was Schmidt or something. I was 
trying to jog his memory for any little piece of information he could trawl up when his 
area manager, who was in for a meeting, had a look at the photo. 
  87 
‘“No, that man’s name is Siemens.” He took the print and peered closer at it, 
“Yep. Definitely him. I sold a place for him out in Essex. The police were looking for 
him, but he’d vanished.” 
‘“In connection with what?” I asked. 
‘“Mmm. It was a funny carry on. They found human remains in the garden. The 
people who bought the place were only there three months before they sold it on 
again. I’m sure I could get you the details if you like?” 
‘So they found me the details. It was out in Essex near a place called Tillingham. I 
contacted the local constabulary and went out to see what they had for me. Quite a lot, 
it turned out. They’d had on their books a missing person, a young woman who had 
disappeared without trace walking back to a caravan park in Ramsey Island. From the 
estate agent’s records, the house that Siemens sold went on the market a few days 
later. There was no reason to link the two events at the time. This was early summer 
of eighty-eight.’ 
Once he was in copper mode, all antagonism ceased. He kept screwing his right 
eye up as he trawled about in the back of his brain for the precise details. I reckoned 
he must have been a pretty good copper. It made me feel suddenly sorry for him.  
‘The house took a while to shift, but the new people moved in and six weeks 
later the cops were called to a report of a body at the house. They assumed that they’d 
found their missing woman, but it was something else altogether.  
‘I went out to the house, nice old pile, right out on the marsh roads. It was a big 
place, five bedrooms, up a drive, set in four or five acres, all surrounded by hedges. 
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Well, you need them out there; it’s flat and bleak in the winter; nothing between you 
and Siberia. In the grounds was a little copse, very small just a few trees. The new 
family’s kids had been exploring and came across it, the corpse.’ 
‘A corpse in a copse and the vessel with the pestle.’ 
‘Am I boring you?’ He paused like a school teacher. ‘It had been interred in a very 
shallow grave wrapped in a polythene sheet. It seemed that after burial though, 
something – they could only think a dog, or foxes – had half dug it up. It seemed to 
have been pulled half out of the sheeting.  
‘The inspector I talked to thought the kids might have pulled it out, before they 
realised what it was, but they were adamant that it was just as they found it. A WPC I 
spoke to said they were scared rigid by it, and she was inclined to believe that they 
wouldn’t have dared touch it. They said it was moving when they found it. However, 
kids lie, don’t they?’  
I shrugged. 
‘Anyway, the whole business had Essex’s finest scratching their collective head, 
because when the autopsy result came back it said that the corpse in the copse had 
died about forty or fifty years previously. Someone had brought a long dead cadaver 
to the house, and made a pretty poor attempt at burying it.’ 
He was glaring at me now. 
‘You know something about this, don’t you? And you’re not bloody telling me. 
Why not?’ 
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I shrugged again, and said that if I told him everything I knew now, he wouldn’t 
need to tell me everything he knew. ‘So the new owners moved out because of this?’  
‘No. I tracked them down and interviewed said “new owners” They’d already 
got the willies in the first fortnight. She said it had an atmosphere; she was one of 
those candles and crystals sort of women. That said, the body wasn’t the first little 
surprise they’d got. One of the bedrooms had been so shoddily decorated that they 
decided to redo it straight away. Guess what they found under the paper?’ 
I shrugged yet again, and it seemed to really irritate him.  
‘Go on.’ 
‘You know what I’m going to say - runes, symbols, drawings. You know what I’m 
talking about? They had a photo. It was the same sort of handiwork as at the clinic.’ 
‘And?’ 
‘And nothing. And finally, we did a check on our body from the clinic basement 
and found a match with the dental records of the young woman in the Essex missing 
person case; the one who you inform me was experimented on by those bastards. The 
best thing we can say about it is that her parents could stop waiting for her to come 
home.’ He smouldered a while then added, ‘Right, now, you are going to tell me 
where you got the bloody money for your jaunt to America.’ 
‘Can I have a cup of tea first?’ I asked. He looked as though he might explode. 
Now here’s an interesting development, I thought, who blabbed about that? Him 
fixing a brew gave me a bit of time to think.  
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‘Who did the corpse belong to,’ I asked, ‘if it wasn’t the missing woman?’ 
‘Unknown. No ID was ever established.’ 
‘Who do you think it was? You must have an idea.’ 
‘I have an idea. Yes, I think it was our friend in the video. I think that house was 
where the video was shot, but that’s entirely speculation on my part. I think, after 
seeing those…’ he struggled to find the word, ‘those things at the manor, I think, he 
was half dead, or dying again, when they buried him, and I think he wasn’t dug up by 
dogs, foxes, or children; I think he was trying to crawl out of his grave. There, I’m 
being upfront with you. Why don’t you tell me now how you and your deadbeat 
friends financed your trip to the States? You weren’t signed to EMI after all, were 
you? You weren’t like Rod Stewart or somebody, with private jets and limousines to 
spirit you around the world. Huh?’ 
No changing the subject then. He must have the inside dope on our financial 
affairs. 
‘Well, no,’ I said. ‘It doesn’t work like that. Rod Stewart didn’t start off with a 
sodding private jet. He didn’t borrow his dad’s fucking limo.’ 
‘Oi.’ 
‘Well you started it. It’s not how art gets made.’ 
‘Art?’ He looked incredulous. ‘Art? Is that what you call it?’ 
‘Yes. What would you call it? What would you bloody well know about it? You 
never saw us. You never heard us.’ 
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‘No, but I’ve seen enough of your type to know it’s about spoilt kids dressing up in 
silly clothes, dancing about like idiots, taking no responsibility for their lives, and 
taking drugs. It’s a bloody excuse, that’s all, and it’s mugs like me who have to clean 
up the mess.’ He paused a moment. ‘Had to.’ 
‘Yeah? Well I’m really sorry about what happened to you, but it wasn’t my fault. 
Full stop. End of story.’ 
We were both simmering now. I thought maybe I ought to explain a bit. 
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‘We were pretty well organised, you know, disciplined. Yuuko ran a tight ship in 
that department. She got us some more gigs, mostly little festival things, Hackney 
Marshes, Clissold Park,’ He rolled his eyes at this. I ignored him. ‘Bracknell, little 
things in the countryside, then we got a couple of supports at the Dublin Castle.’  
‘And that’s good is it?’ 
‘Yes, it is, and we were getting a following.’ Admittedly, they were mostly friends 
of hers from art school, but they turned out regularly, sometimes as many as twenty or 
thirty. They tended to be a bit of a handful as well, a bit aggressive in their dancing, 
and they’d head for a bar as soon as we’d finished. We’d join them. No point 
watching other bands, she said, they’re not as good as us; we had nothing to learn 
from them, and they were, anyway, ideologically suspect. ‘We sometimes got a bit of 




‘Yeah. I’m getting to it.’ 
I gave him a thumbnail of the events leading up, but I remembered quite distinctly 
the night Yuuko landed the expedition on us. I was summoned, by her, to a pub one 
night. This in itself was unusual. She never phoned me directly; messages always 
came via His Majesty.  
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It was a gay pub no less, on the Ball’s Pond Road, where we stood out like parrots 
at a sparrow show among the crew cuts, crisp white tees, plaid, denim and DMs. I was 
late, for once, having decided to play them at their own game, and they were sitting 
bolt upright, backs to the wall, gazing imperiously at the other punters: King and 
Queen of the Damned. I could see that they got up other people’s noses just by being 
there; just by being, in fact. It seemed an entirely admirable quality. 
The first item on the agenda was that Planet Headfasterisk-kuh had collapsed into 
a foam of recrimination and mutual loathing. The rot began when we supported them 
and Yu and LeRoi were keen to take credit for their demise.  
‘They should have knocked it on the head after our first song,’ he declared. 
‘Cunts.’ 
Item two – Yuuko had a planner with her, and she really took notes – was that a 
two day slot had come up at a recording studio down by King’s Cross and we could 
have it for free, because a friend of a friend owed another friend a favour, and he 
owed her big time. 
‘Not fucking Denny’s place?’ LeRoi groaned. 
‘Yes. Denny’s place. It’s free.’ 
‘But I hate the fat bastard.’ 
‘It’s free and we really need it.’ 
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‘He’s a fat, stinking hippy bastard who knows nothing about music and couldn’t 
mix fucking concrete.’ He was like a kid who doesn’t want to go to a party because 
it’s not his, I surmised. 
‘We need it – urgently,’ she said, all school ma’am. ‘And we’re going to do it. It’s 
next Friday and Saturday.’ 
‘I’ve got work those nights,’ I said, ‘so I’ll only be able to do till five thirty, six.’ 
‘You’ll take the time off, and you’ll be available the entire two days. You will be 
in attendance the whole forty-eight hours if needs be. This recording will be as near 
perfect as possible. Perfect, understand? This is critical.’  
‘Oh. Okay. What’s so critical about it?’ 
‘We need a good demo for the gigs in America,’ she said, quite matter of fact. 
LeRoi and I exchanged glances. 
‘What gigs in America?’ 
‘Thank you, Yuuko. You’re brilliant,’ she sneered. He ignored her and reiterated: 
‘What gigs in fucking America?’ 
It turned out that she had friends in Boston, one at Harvard – they’d met at a 
boarding school in Switzerland, where else? – and another friend who was an artist in 
New York; and they’d been good enough to offer us a couple of slots. Details were 
not immediately forthcoming; she said there was more work to be done. There was 
mention of another mystery gig in Rhode Island, if a demo could be provided and was 
up to the mark.  
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We were cock-a-hoop, in a rather buttoned-up, inexpressive way; the way, I’d 
come to understand, that we were expected to conduct ourselves. We showed our 
cock-a-hoopness instead by drinking far too much and bitching about other bands and 
their alleged scenes. Scum, the lot of them, we concluded, and then, with much 
fannying about, wound our way to the door sometime near closing time. We wondered 
if we’d find a late one up in Dalston and headed off that way. 
A little way down the street, three skinheads passed us, one of them quite 
deliberately making contact with LeRoi; just a little nudge with the shoulder. 
‘Fucking queers,’ he shouted. 
LeRoi bridled and stuck his chin out. 
‘And fuck you, shithead.’  
My knees went suddenly weak. Oh, crap, I thought, it’s going to kick off, but the 
laughing skins kept moving. One of them turned and walked backwards. 
‘Fucking nigger queer.’ This provoked a further stream of invective from LeRoi. 
I wondered if he was relying on me for backup.  
I shushed him, but he was having none of it. I really hope he doesn’t think I’m 
his backup, I thought, because he’s on his bloody own. He seemed to have a psychotic 
disregard for his own safety. The way he looked, for God’s sake, must put him in peril 
most days. The skins cackled and gave him a bit more abuse as they loped off down 
the street. We headed in the other direction for Dalston Junction. 
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We’d walked about a hundred and fifty yards when I caught LeRoi looking over 
his shoulder.  
‘I’ve left something in the pub,’ he said. ‘Don’t wait for me. I’ll see you on 
Tuesday.’ 
‘We can wait,’ I said, but he shook his head. Yuuko carried on her way, 
apparently quite oblivious. He left us without another word, and I trotted after her. As 
we were rounding the corner, I glanced back again at LeRoi, and I thought I saw one 
of the skins coming back in our direction on the other side of the road.  
‘Ermm. Yuuko.’ But she was striding ahead, so I followed. At the junction she 
asked if I wanted another drink. I said why not. She stepped out into the road to flag a 
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‘Do you think he’ll be alright?’ I asked, after she’d instructed the cabby. 
‘Yeah. He’s pretty tough.’ 
‘Do you know much about him? He’s not the terribly forthcoming, is he?’ 
‘I’ve known him since he came to London. What’s that? Four years, maybe. Met 
him in Soho. He was working as a waitress, and he was incredibly fucking rude to my 
friend. She deserved it. I really took to him.’ 
‘Where’s he from?’ 
‘Norfolk.’ 
‘You keep saying that. Is he really?’ 
‘Why not? He was adopted. His folks are white. He grew up near Norwich 
somewhere. I don’t know. Some inbred hellhole. He lost his accent fairly rapidly.’ 
The thought of his provincial beginnings seemed to amuse her endlessly. She leaned 
forward to direct the cabby. ‘Over there. Black door.’ She paid but didn’t tip.  
This was the van Eyck residence, and it was something to behold. It’s in De 
Beauvoir. I’d never been inside anywhere so posh in London that wasn’t commercial 
premises. They had leather furniture, for fuck’s sake: leather sofa, leather armchairs. 
The wallpapers and paint were all deep, rich reds and greens and creams, and the 
lighting was soft so the rooms felt warm as you walk into them. There was none of the 
brittle, semi-industrial coldness you get in the rented flats and maisonettes I’d come to 
think of as typical London. 
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As we’d approached, I assumed it was a block, that she must have a flat, but it was 
just one semi-detached house. I found myself checking how many buttons there were 
on the entry-phone, but there was only the one doorbell. The entrance hall was tall and 
hung with prints; except, it turned out, they were paintings. The telephone in the hall 
was on a table, not stuck on the floor on a pile of phone books. There was no heap of 
unopened mail. The living room opened, through double doors, onto another room 
which itself was bigger than my whole flat, and half the walls were lined with 
bookshelves, floor to ceiling. In the back room was a baby grand piano, for fuck’s 
sake. It was a Bechstein. Even I know what a Bechstein is. 
She left me to it while she disappeared off into the house.  
All the furniture seemed antique. There was a shit hot stereo system with lots of 
vinyl stacked in purpose built shelves. On a cursory inspection it all seemed to be 
classical music as well. There was a case of trophies for something. I didn’t bother to 
look.  
It all made me feel sad. I thought of my mum and dad’s house, an end terrace on 
the edge of Preston, the little backyard full of builders junk, cramped living room 
rammed with knickknacks, all worthless crap. I decided I needed to give Ma a call 
first thing in the morning. 
When Yuuko came back she had a bottle of vodka and two glasses with ice in, and 
some gear, which she set me on skinning up. She’d removed most of her make-up, 
changed into a gaudy silk dressing gown. Her hair was still lacquered to death but her 
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face was exposed. I saw her skin was blemished. With no cosmetics at all she looked 
fleshier, and perhaps a little more beautiful, than she did with.  
‘Who lives here, then?’ I said. 
‘Well technically me and my dad, but he’s in the Far East most of the time.’ 
‘Doing what?’ 
‘He’s an architect.’ 
‘Yeah? My dad’s in the building game as well.’ 
‘Really? Dad does mostly office blocks. What’s your old man into?’ 
‘Extensions mostly. Extensions, renovations and garages. What’s the trophies?’ 
‘Dad’s. He was a swimmer. We used to swim a lot. It was best when we lived in 
Asia. The seas are warm as a pool. Have you ever swum in the sea?’ 
‘Went to Blackpool once. Ran about in it. It was all too exotic for my old man 
though, and pretty chilly as well. No, I haven’t. I can’t swim. Where’s your mum 
live?’ 
Her mum was somewhere. Last heard of on a yoga retreat in the south of France. 
She’d fucked off to find herself and surfaced occasionally, no more enlightened than 
before. I told her that my mum was dying of boredom in Lancashire. She said that was 
a shame, and that her own dear mama was probably bored as well; not that she had 
much sympathy. Mrs van Eyck, heir to a Japanese electronics pile, spent her life 
flitting round the world, chasing one New Age fad and guru after another, Marrakech 
this year, Nepal the next. I was starting to feel sorry for Yuuko; then I had a look 
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round at the decor and thought that maybe she wasn’t too badly off. When she 
mentioned the cleaner, I changed the subject. 
‘What’s this mystery gig then?’ 
‘Oh, you’ll love this one. Don’t tell him I told you though.’ 
‘I won’t.’ 
‘Promise? No I mustn’t tell you.’ 
‘Go on. You’ve started.’ 
‘Alright. Some people a friend knows are organising a convention in Providence.’ 
‘And?’ 
‘Only a H. P. Lovecraft fucking convention, that’s all.’ 
‘What’s a convention?’ 
‘A fan gathering thing. It’s for dweebs. They have talks and lectures.’ 
‘Sounds brill. I fucking love Lovecraft, but what’s that got to do with the price of 
shoggoths.’ I preened at getting the shoggoths in. 
‘They need entertainment.’ 
‘Oh.’ 
‘Yeah: oh.’ 
‘Fucking heck, that’s brilliant.’ 
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‘Yeah. The author of the fucking Necronomicon; and we play, in his honour. It 
doesn’t matter who to. We have to write something.’ She took a big old toke, and 
beckoned me over to the piano. 
‘He-hey. Give us a tune,’ I said, in the style of Eric Morecambe. She dragged out 
the stool, apologised for being too drunk to play properly and started banging out 
something by Beethoven, or somebody, that sounded, to my own drunken ears, pretty 
bloody professional. I was taken aback. I’d no idea she was that good. She finished 
with a flourish. 
‘Why, if you can play like that,’ I asked, ‘do you bother with the likes of us? Why 
when you have all this, when you’re at one of the best art schools in the country, 
probably the world, do you hang out with me and him in an industrial unit in fucking 
Hackney?’ I was genuinely intrigued, but, on reflection, maybe sounded quite bitter. 
‘Because I want to make something profane,’ she came back. ‘This isn’t real.’ She 
gestured at the room. 
‘Looks pretty fucking real to me.’ 
‘None of it’s real. It’s a veneer. The real world’s obscured. We can’t see it. We can 
only reach it through the profane.’ 
‘I’ve no idea what you’re talking about.’ 
‘Oh, fuck off, then.’ 
There was a long silence. I took a drink. She sighed, smiled and looked me straight 
in the eye.  
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‘It’s very late. Do you want to stay the night?’ She looked almost coquettish. That 
took the wind out of my sanctimonious sails. She moved closer to me. My mouth went 
dry and I tried to compose myself. 
‘Erm. Alright.’ My head was spinning. ‘Yeah. That would be nice. Yeah.’ She 
grimaced. 
‘Right. Bathroom’s at the top of the stairs. There’s a spare bed made up next door 
to it. Let yourself out in the morning.’ She plonked the piano lid down and marched 
out. 
In the morning I was woken by the front door slamming and lay there in the bed in 
my underpants, with my head still swimming, wishing I was somewhere else, or 
somebody else, or dead. I got up, dressed, went to the bathroom and cleaned my teeth 
with toothpaste on my finger. There was a note on the telephone table inviting me to 
get breakfast from the kitchen downstairs. I was to pull the door to behind me; the 
cleaning lady would be in at eleven and would see that all was properly locked. 
I took the note down to the basement and made a cup of tea, then had a nosy 
round. There were five bedrooms in the place. The kitchen was, again, nearly as big as 
my flat. Beyond it was a study with a drawing board, and the garden out the back was 
massive. I wasn’t exactly looking forward to Tuesday’s rehearsal. 
 
  
  103 
14 
Wade seemed a little more satisfied when he understood that the great Kunstlicht 
American tour was just a makeshift affair. He could get a handle on it when he 
thought of us as amateurs; hobbyists, as he put it, which rankled. We didn’t see it like 
that, of course. He was correct in his assumption, even so, that a security guard and a 
dropout fashion student would struggle to raise the cash. After our initial elation at 
Yuuko’s pronouncement, the reality bore down like a bad hangover at the Tuesday 
rehearsal. 
When I arrived she was already set up, drinking tea and smoking fags. LeRoi 
was tuning his drums. He had a rotten black eye, a little cut on his forehead, and he 
looked quite creaky when he moved. 
‘Jesus Christ. What happened to you?’ It didn’t take but a moment to put two 
and two together.  
‘Walked into a door,’ Yuuko barked and laughed. He joined in. It seemed like a 
fantastic big joke.  
‘Fucking seriously, LeRoi. What happened? Did you get turned over? Was it 
those blokes.’ I lifted up my shades and squinted at him. ‘You’ve had a right pasting. 
Why did you go off on your own like that?’ These expressions of concern only 
increased the mirth. ‘Well?’ 
‘Aah,’ he sighed. ‘Mistah Christian. You have led a sheltered life.’ 
‘Don’t fucking patronise me,’ I shouted. ‘You’re from fucking Norwich.’ 
  104 
‘Look, Mistah Christian, one of those gentlemen wasn’t quite what he seemed. 
It’s very touching that you’re so concerned about my well-being, but there’s no need 
to be.’ He went back to tuning his drums, then added, ‘And rest assured, he’s in a 
worse state than me.’ 
As we were getting ready to kick off, LeRoi piped up again. 
‘How much are we getting paid for these gigs in the states, then? Huh? How 
much greenbacks is coming our way?’ 




‘Might be a bit of door money. If the Rhode Island gig comes off, we might get a 
ton. I don’t know?’ 
‘Are you joking?’ 
‘Nope. It’ll be good for profile and contacts. Think of it as an investment,’ she 
said.  
We didn’t play a note at that rehearsal. There were recriminations galore. She 
didn’t have any hassle finding the cash; it wasn’t even a case of finding it; it was just 
there. She couldn’t see what the fuss was about. We’d have to save up. Air tickets 
weren’t that much. Put it on a card. What’s the problem? 
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The problem was that we spent every brass farthing we earned as soon as it came 
in, sometimes sooner, and so didn’t have slack to fund the jaunt. This rattled along for 
the next few days, then she dropped another bombshell. The recording was free, but 
we’d have to pay to press a run of tapes. The money we’d both scraped together 
toward flights and trains – she’d arranged for us to borrow a drum kit in Boston and 
New York – disappeared at a stroke. 
The possibility that she might stump up was never broached. Pride precluded any 
such conversation, certainly on my part, and, I suspect, on his. Neither us of wanted to 
be beholden. 
The recording went stunningly well, bickering aside. Denny wasn’t available; 
one of his minions stood in – better all round that way was the consensus. 
It would be a week or so after that when LeRoi turned up at my place early in the 
morning – ludicrously early, before nine. I was woken by the persistent, rhythmic 
drilling of the doorbell. I put the pillow over my head but it wouldn’t stop. Finally, 
dishevelled and irritable, I was forced to answer the entry-phone. 
‘Hello. Who is it?’ 
‘Mistah Christian. Heave to and prepare to be boarded.’ 
‘Bloody hell, LeRoi. What time is it? Oh God. Come up.’ I buzzed him in and 
slipped some trousers on. He’d never called on me so early before. I couldn’t work out 
why he’d want to start now. I let him in and not with glad heart, anticipating more 
moaning and sulking, bad-mouthing Herself, and general indiscriminate negativity. 
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I couldn’t have been further off the mark. He was chipper and cheerful, full of 
beans, and had a great idea. He’d been to see a mate, more of a contact really, Evil 
Biggins, who was deep, deep, deep into the occult. His qualifications were impeccable 
– he’d flirted with the Church of Satan, knew people who new people in the O. T. O., 
gave readings in several ’mancies, the Tarot being his speciality (especially to the 
young, female and impressionable), and traded occasionally in esoteric bric-a-brac 
among other things. He was horrible. 
‘What’s Biggins got to do with anything,’ I asked. 
‘He’s a very useful contact. I thought he might be able to help us out, if the 
circumstances were right. You know. If the stars were in the right houses…’ 
‘Get to the point.’ I said. 
‘Alright. Keep your pissy wig on. I’ve thought of a way to raise the money for 
the fares.’ 
‘I don’t like where this is going, but carry on.’ 
‘Well, Evil Biggins can shift any sort of esoterica you’d care to name, and he can 
get top dollar for it.’ 
 ‘And?’ 
‘All we have to do is persuade Mr Solomon to part with some of his books…’ 
‘No. Not a fucking chance…’ 
‘Only the ones he doesn’t need, obviously.’ 
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‘Not on your fat nelly.’ 
‘Go on. If I could get a list.’ 
‘No.’ 
‘Let’s ask him.’ 
It took him two hours, but he ground me down.  
‘We’ll ask him if he has anything that he would be willing to sell to us. That’s 
all. Absolutely nothing else. And if he doesn’t want to, no pressure. We get a price off 
Evil, and then make Solly an offer.’ 
There was pressure though; there was pressure on me. He was putting me right 
on the spot. I weighed it up, but how much harm could it do? LeRoi had called in with 
me two or three times, and they got on okay. In fact, Solly seemed to like him. They 
talked books and magic and ignored me. I caved in, but only under the condition that 
he agreed, and promised solemnly, that he wouldn’t do anything whatsoever to cause 
Solly any distress at all.  
‘Would I?’ he said. 
When we got round there, I knocked and there was a long wait before Solly 
answered. I could hear him scraping and shuffling about and then he shouted through 
the door: 
‘Go away. Leave me alone.’ 
‘Solly, it’s me – Christian.’ 
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‘Who?’ 
‘Christian, from next door.’ 
He opened the door, but kept the chain on. His red, watery eye gave me the once 
over.  
‘What do you want?’ 
‘It’s me and LeRoi. We’ve come to see if you’re okay.’ 
He clearly wasn’t. He looked absolutely knackered. I asked if he’d had visitors 
but he wouldn’t say. The kitchen was a mess again. There was more mess than usual 
in his living room. I told LeRoi to look after him while I got a brew on. Confused as 
he was, he was obviously relieved to see us. LeRoi was actually doing a nice job of 
talking him down off the ceiling, so I cleared up some of the pots and food debris. 
When I got back to them with the tea, however, LeRoi had moved the subject round to 
America.  
‘The boy here says you’re going to the USA.’ 
‘We might be,’ I said. Keep it calm, talk about nice things; don’t let Solly see 
you’re ticked off, I thought. ‘Yeah. We might be. Depends.’ I gave LeRoi a significant 
eyeballing.  
‘You should, you should. It’s a wonderful country.’ 
‘I didn’t know you’d been, Solly.’ 
‘Oh, I’ve been to many countries – in my youth, of course. Where are you going 
to visit?’ He seemed to have perked up considerably. Good, ask him questions, keep 
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him talking, and then maybe we can get to the bottom of what was bothering him, I 
thought, but LeRoi was determined to press on with his little agenda. 
‘New England and New York,’ he said. Solly was nodding enthusiastically at 
this. 
‘New York’s a very exciting place, and New England also is good. Where?’ 
‘Boston, and maybe Providence, if we can afford it.’ 
Oh, you shit, LeRoi. You can’t let it lie, can you? 
‘Providence,’ Solly repeated. The life had come back into his grey eyes. ‘In 
Rhode Island.’ 
‘Have you been there? I’ve heard it’s a lovely city.’ LeRoi was almost angelic in 
his innocence. ‘I’d really love to visit it myself.’ 
‘I have a friend there, a very old, dear friend. Perhaps you could take him a 
message.’ 
‘We could, if we can afford …’ LeRoi began, but I kicked him at this point. 
Solly got out of his armchair and shuffled his way through he heaps of books to the 
back of the room. 
‘He’s not well, you know? You’re taking the piss,’ I whispered in LeRoi’s ear. 
‘Would I?’ he said. 
 Solly creaked his way back to us, and set down a scruffy old cardboard box on 
his chair, then he went and fished about under his desk. He produced a black tin 
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cashbox with a handle on top, then got a key and an old note book stuffed to bursting 
with loose leaves of paper. The spine was coming apart, and when he leafed through it 
pages fell out. He took his glasses out of his cardigan pocket. We waited in silence as 
he shuffled papers. I sipped my tea. LeRoi was like a dog waiting for a biscuit. 
‘Here it is.’ Solly took out one piece of lined card with an address on it. The 
address was hand-written with a fountain pen. I couldn’t make it out upside down. 
‘Here. I’ll write this out for you.’ 
He reached into the cardboard box on the floor and pulled out a leather case, 
some sort of document wallet. It was worn and very pliable. He opened the flap on it 
and showed us the inside. There were heavy sheets of paper, parchment, possibly 
vellum, in it, all covered in marks and diagrams. He looked at us both, nodded and 
licked his lips. I had no idea what he was doing.  
‘I need you to take this document,’ – he shook the case at us – ‘to this address,’ – 
he held up the card – ‘in Providence, Rhode Island. It’s very important to me. It is so 
important that I can’t tell you. Will you promise to do this for me?’ 
‘We can’t promise anything, Solly. We don’t even know if we can afford to go 
yet,’ I said. ‘I’m sorry. Can’t you post it?’  
He scowled at me.  
‘When I say this is important, boy, I mean it. If you do only one more thing for 
me – will you take this package to this address? Please.’ I thought he was going to cry. 
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‘Of course we will, Sol,’ LeRoi announced. ‘We’d do anything to help you. You 
know that.’ 
‘Good boys. Now.’ He put the case and the card down on the floor, picked up the 
tin box and unlocked it. It was stuffed with rolls of banknotes, used banknotes. 
LeRoi’s eyes widened. ‘This is to help you with your travelling, and it’s to say thank 
you. You’ve been very good friends to me.’ He pulled out a roll of tens and twenties 
peeled off the elastic band and flicked through it.  
‘Solly, we can’t possibly take your …’ 
‘You can, boy. If you care about me at all, you’ll do this one thing for me.’ 
‘I just mean - wouldn’t it be safer to post it. You could use a courier.’ The 
amount of money in the box, it looked like he could have chartered a jet and gone 
himself, in a sedan chair. 
‘It would not,’ – he raised his voice – ‘be safer. They will get it. If you care. It’s 
only one thing I ask. Please,’ – his eyes were red – ‘please do this one thing.’ He 
pushed two rolls of notes into LeRoi’s hand.  
LeRoi smiled at him and said: ‘Of course we will. Mr Solomon. We won’t let 
you down. Will we Christian?’  
‘No, Solly. Of course we won’t.’ 
‘Good boys. Now hide it. Don’t let them see it when you take it away. They’re 
watching all the time, but they don’t know what they’re watching for. That’s the 
advantage you have.’ 
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He produced brown wrapping paper and I helped him truss it up, then LeRoi 
carefully tucked the package into his shirt and buttoned it up. I felt as though I’d been 
swindled but couldn’t say how. Solly copied out the address for us and handed that to 
me.  
‘Put it in your wallet, boy. Show it to no one. Understand?’ He seemed more 
relaxed than I’d seen him for weeks, possibly ever. ‘Go now. Keep the package safe; 
tell no one’  
Out on the street LeRoi looked triumphant.  
‘You’ve got to give that money back,’ I said.  
“Pschhh. Don’t talk about it. They’re watching.’ 
‘Who the fuck are they?’ 
‘Shhhhh. We can talk indoors, but not out here. You heard the man. Respect 
him.’ He put a finger to his lips. ‘Mum.’ 
During the highlights I fed Wade, he stopped me only once, wanting to know if 
Evil Biggins was one Christopher Anthony Bartlett, which I couldn’t say for certain. 
Evil Biggins wasn’t his birth-name, unsurprisingly. It was a sobriquet: he looked like 
Christopher Biggins and was thought by many to be evil, so that’s what everyone 
called him.  
‘Why’d you ask about Biggins?’ I asked, but he wasn’t going to be diverted. 
‘So you took money from the old man?’ he said. 
‘I didn’t want to.’ 
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‘But you did.’ 
‘In exchange for a favour.’ 
‘And how much did he give you in payment for this favour?’ 
‘I don’t know exactly. LeRoi took charge of the money and the package.’ 
‘Alright, but approximately how much?’ 
‘About a grand, I think.’ 
‘So, you took a thousand pounds in cash, and a manuscript document of, as we 
now know, considerable value from an old gentleman who was subsequently found 
battered to death – tortured and battered beyond recognition – in his ransacked flat?’ 
‘He was my friend. We didn’t kill him. You know that.’ 
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Wade putting Evil Biggins’ name in the frame was a bit of a shocker. I’d never 
really connected him with what transpired in America and after, but it made a horrible 
sort of sense that he might be involved somewhere along the line. As I say, I only met 
him the once. I called round at his flat with LeRoi, who was out of the hashish, as he 
liked to call it. Evil Biggins did, indeed, have a look of Christopher Biggins in his 
Porridge incarnation, a pudgy face, bad basin cut and wire rimmed glasses. The 
difference was that he was grubby. He hadn’t shaved when we called; his hair was 
greasy, and he had the superior air of someone who thinks he’s in on a big secret, but 
actually knows fuck all. LeRoi introduced us. I said hi, and he looked as if he’d 
trodden in something. I took a spontaneous and hearty dislike to him, first impression 
being confirmed by what happened next. 
He claimed he was out of gear, but he could phone a man who knew where he 
could lay hands on some smashing black, all the way from sunny Pakistan, and, if 
we’d like, he’d brew up some tea – theatrical tap of the nose – and we could await 
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delivery. I could see the day slipping away from me. LeRoi thought we could manage 
that and made himself at home in a big fat armchair.  
I nearly excused myself, and should have done, really. The tea was, of course, 
made with liberty caps, and by the time the delivery turned up we were off our 
trolleys. Evil Biggins decided to while away the hours by putting on some vinyl: 
original recordings of Aleister Crowley reading. We had to listen to it; it was 
essential. The deck was a vintage Thorens, and the amp and speakers … at which 
point I stopped listening. He played it over and over again, Crowley’s clipped, sharp 
accent cutting rhythmically through the crackles. I couldn’t make up my mind if the 
crackles were from the record, or artefacts from the recording process first time 
around, or sound degradation caused by the transfer. There was black and white TV in 
the corner, running silently. For most of the afternoon I tried to lip read what the tiny 
mannequins on it were saying, so that I didn’t have to listen to Biggins, or Crowley, 
droning on and on.  
We never saw the delivery take place so, in retrospect, I’d say it never actually 
took place, and that Biggins had the gear in his flat the whole time. He just wanted to 
fuck with our heads, not that LeRoi seemed the least bit put out by any of his crap, 
which then leads me to surmise that it was my head he was fucking with. I don’t know 
why, or what he hoped to gain, but now Wade brought him up it made me wonder. 
‘Where does Evil Biggins come into this?’ I asked 
‘He helped us with our inquiries.’ 
‘In what way?’ 
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‘I use the term loosely.’ 
‘Loosely?’ 
‘He gave us a lead. Anyway, Mr Solomon. He entrusted this document to you. 
Where were you to take it?’ 
‘No. Hang on. What sort of lead?’  
‘I’ll come to that. I want to know where you were supposed to deliver this 
manuscript to.’ 
‘You can want as much as you like. You’re not a copper and this isn’t an 
interrogation.’ 
‘Interview. They’re called interviews.’ 
‘Interview, sorry, but it makes no odds. I don’t have to tell you anything, do I?’ 
‘No, you don’t. Let’s forget the whole thing then, shall we? It’s been nice meeting 
you. I’ll get your coat.’ 
‘Alright. His name was Curwen. Anselm Curwen.’ 
Wade looked mildly surprised. ‘Right. There’s a new name. Where did he spring 
from?’ 
‘How do you know it’s a new name just like that? Do have it all on file up here, 
Mr ’olmes?’ I tapped my head. 
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‘Because he’s called Anselm. How many Anselms do have on your Christmas card 
list? I don’t know any at all, Watson. It’s elementary.’ He retrieved a pen and 
notebook from the kitchen top. ‘Cur-what? How do you spell that?’ 
‘C-U-R-W-E-N. It was in Solly’s address book. Surely you went through every 
contact in it. You know, fundamentals of police work?’ 
‘What address book? We never found an address book.’ 
‘Oh.’ 
‘Oh, indeed.’ He went silent and thought for a second. ‘Maybe that’s what the 
murderer was after.’ 
‘You accept it wasn’t us then?’ 
‘I don’t think you killed him, no, but we weren’t sure at the time. As you see, we 
still don’t know all the facts of the matter, do we?’ 
‘And what did you think at the time?’ 
He laughed. ‘We didn’t think anything. We were open to all possibilities – 
fundamentals of police work, as you say. Why don’t you tell me who this Anselm is, 
and what you lot got up to in the States?’ 
‘Why don’t you tell me what you knew while we were there, and more to the 
point, for my peace of mind at least, what you suspected?’ 
‘Alright, to begin with.’ 
‘To begin with, then.’ 
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‘All we knew, from talking to the neighbours, was that you seemed to have quite a 
lot to do with the old man, and that you’d gone missing around the time of the murder. 
Robbery didn’t seem to be the primary motive; there were a lot of high value items, 
and cash come to that, left behind. The place was such a mess we couldn’t tell what 
was missing. You were wanted for questioning as a witness, not a suspect.’ 
‘I’m relieved to hear it.’ 
‘At first.’ He paused to let me take this bit of information in. ‘We established from 
your employers that you were away for a couple of weeks, but would be back. We had 
no contact details but we had flights. It’s just a matter of waiting; monitoring and 
waiting. Okay? Feel better? America?’  
I had a tingling, niggling feeling that I was being taken for a mug here, that 
something in his account was ever so slightly amiss. 
‘Alright, America,’ I said. I was beginning to wonder if I’d spend the rest of my 
life cooped up in his kitchen and thought maybe we should speed things up a along a 
bit. ‘We arrived in Boston on the Thursday, I think. Yeah, Thursday. Just so I know, 
when do you think Solly was killed? I’d like to establish that you really don’t think we 
did it. Was it after we left? It must have been.’  
‘We thought probably around then. He’d been dead a while when he was found, 
which was maybe the Sunday, or the Saturday. I don’t remember. It took a day, or a 
couple of days for your name to come up, I think.’ 
‘What do you mean: I think?’  
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He lost a whisper of authority. I could see he was suddenly uncomfortable.  
‘It wasn’t my investigation.’  
‘Whose was it?’  
He paused and licked his lips. Found out in a lie. ‘Carling’s.’ 
‘The history buff?’ He was really not happy with this line of inquiry. It hinges on 
little things. If it wasn’t for that ‘I think’ I wouldn’t even have thought to ask about 
this. 
‘Yes. Him.’ 
‘And how did you come to connect it with your investigation?’ 
‘Well, Carling brought it to my attention.’ 
‘Yes, but what was the link? What made this bloke say, “Ooh these murders must 
be connected, I must speak to S. I. Wade.”’ 
‘S. I.?’ 
‘D.I., D.C.I., CNN, D.C.M. and bar, whatever. What was it?’  
‘It’s difficult to explain.’ He was taken aback, I could tell, and trying very hard not 
to show it. He waved his hands around like he was trying to pluck something out of 
the air.  
‘Copper’s intuition? E.S.P.? Don’t tell me he was psychic. That would be ironic. 
Was he a medium? Get messages from the other side?’  
‘You were telling me about your jaunt across the pond, about this Anselm.’ 
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‘I’ll get round to it.’ 
‘Well, I’ll get round to this.’ 
We had almost reached an impasse, but I realised that he had just given me 
something that I could use later, so I continued.  
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‘We got through customs … just.’ 
‘Just? How so?’ 
‘LeRoi,’ I said. The memory made me weary. ‘You could see their eyes light up 
when he sashayed into customs. He had a real knack for putting people’s backs up, 
that air of disdain and superiority, and when they asked him if he was there for 
business or holiday, he started giving ‘em lip, of course. He wanted them to 
understand what a privilege it was to have him in their country, a cross between the 
Beatles’ invasion and the Second Coming. I paraphrase, but the upshot was that he 
very nearly got dragged off to be inspected from the inside.’  
‘You and the girl went through alright though?’ 
‘Oh, she wasn’t with us. God no.’  
‘Why not?’ 
‘She’d gone ahead, left me to cope with His Majesty. She went first class, couldn’t 
hack it with us in steerage.’ 
‘And you carried the manuscript in your luggage? Your hand luggage?’ 
‘Ah, well. No. Once Solly had handed it to LeRoi there was never actually much 
chance of me touching it again. He was very defensive about that; said I wasn’t to be 
trusted with such valuable cargo.’ 
‘Yes, very good, but this Anselm character: Who was he? Did you contact him? 
Where is he now?’ 
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‘Long story. Long, complicated story. I mean, for a start we had a gig in Boston 
before we even set off for Rhode Island.’ 
Solly had been insistent that we take the package directly to the address without 
contacting Anselm first. He assured us he would alert him to its impending delivery 
without alerting anyone else of it, though he didn’t say why this was important.  
I’d taken letters and parcels for Rhode Island to the post office for him before, but 
they were addressed to a P.O. box, and the name on them wasn’t Anselm or Curwen, 
though, on reflection, the name may have shared those initials. I wondered about the 
other regulars that I took for him, who they were, and how far they were involved in 
the machinations and wrangling, the occult politics and experiments that, in 
retrospect, I can see formed Solly’s world. There were letters for Prague, Alexandria, 
Toledo, and lots of other places. It seems extraordinary now that I didn’t ask him more 
questions. I was more bothered about his health, I suppose, and thought he was just a 
bit senile, and possibly mad. The other possibility is that I was so incurious, so far up 
my own arse as to be functionally comatose in the realms that he moved and thought.  
Anyway, LeRoi took charge of the packet and we made it into the United States of 
America. I was really excited, but, as I’ve said, in Kunstlicht it didn’t do to show it. 
I’m not sure what our hosts in Boston made of us and our airs. They were as bright as 
shiny buttons and seemed a little perplexed by my reserve – although I tried to at least 
be polite – and our man’s imperiousness. They were called Jody and Daisy, for God’s 
sake. 
  125 
Jody was there in arrivals, a long haired youth sporting plaid and denim in the 
Seattle style, waving a piece cardboard with Kunstlicht daubed on it in marker pen. 
He was all smiles and bonhomie, but His Majesty was clearly in a moody and left the 
talking to me; not that much was needed. 
‘It’s great to have you here, guys. I talked to Yuuko about what you’re doing, 
man. Well, you know. It’s fabulous. The tape sounds frigging awesome, man. Have 
you heard that band Marilyn Manson? They’re really great. I think you’d like them. 
We’ll go back to my place and drop these off. Do you want to go for a beer? There’s 
nothing to do till tomorrow afternoon, so we can chill, or get something to eat; 
anything you want, man. Daisy’s got the car out the front. We’ll get your cases home 
first. There’s a blues outfit at the club tonight if you want to take a look. I mean, 
maybe not your kind of thing, but they’re okay.’ 
The car was a monster, of course. Some kind of Range Roverified affair. What 
was I expecting? I’d been worried that we wouldn’t fit all the luggage in. It was lost in 
the back. Daisy was all hiyas and smiles too, welcomed us to the States, told us she’d 
fix us something when we got home, and started a long involved conversation with 
Jody about the best route home, food and entertainment for the guests: were we 
vegetarian or vegan? The noise they made distracted me from the anxiety that LeRoi 
might be wavering on the brink of an outburst. 
We wound our way to their house, which turned out be a big old wooden place 
in a pleasant suburb, but which they seemed to think was a bit low rent on account of 
it being more mixed racially. I wondered what they’d make of Stamford Hill or the 
two up, two down terraces in Preston. By the time we got there, it was established that 
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we’d send out for food; did we like Chinese, they could get Chinese or pizza if we’d 
like, but they had a great Chinese quite close, and some of their muso friends would 
come round and gawk at us.  
Yuuko would be arriving by road tomorrow and we could go to a restaurant to 
eat before the sound check and then come back here and rest up. The headliners would 
be there setting up in the afternoon too so, we could meet them. They were local, and 
one of them knew Kim Deal really well, and we’d really like the club. The people 
who ran it were old counter-culture types who were really cool as well, and Jody was 
teaching mostly at Berklee now, so we’d have some of his crowd there. 
LeRoi suddenly had a headache and needed to lie down. He had loan of one of 
their roomies’ beds, and I had a mattress on the floor of a study. LeRoi fended all 
attempts to minister to him with a grim half smile and a no thank you, which must 
have pained him, and then he took himself off.  
Jody and Daisy were really nice, and I felt a pang of guilt. They couldn’t do 
enough for us. I could see how this would get irritating after a while, but being fairly 
well knackered from the trip, I decided to roll with it. Not having Himself around 
made it easier. I had a gnawing feeling it wouldn’t take much to prod him into a 
monumental hissy, and that’s fine if you can get the bus home, but not if you’re in 
someone else’s house on another continent. We nattered about music, the Chinese 
came and it was good, though I wasn’t sure it was as good as they seemed to think.  
A couple of other musician/students turned up and we listened to some CDs that 
were all a bit rawk’n’roll for my now rarefied tastes. I’m sure I would have liked it 
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better eighteen months or even a year ago. The Yanks talked and laughed. We drank 
Bud. A joint was passed. I was guarded, noncommittal on all subjects and it occurred 
to me, sitting among these friendly, hospitable people, that I was utterly Kunstlicht 
now. It’s a heady feeling, knowing your own superiority, not being able to quite 
express its nature, but being absolutely certain of it.  
In the morning we were up in decent time. Jody and Daisy had college matters to 
attend to. LeRoi urgently needed an iron and ironing board, which he spirited away. 
Someone called Bob appeared in the kitchen and coffee was brewed. We were given 
directions to a really excellent diner, where we could get a really excellent breakfast, 
and a set of maps and instructions scribbled out for the public transport system, how 
to get to the places we needed to get to, and when to be where we needed to be. They 
took my guitar in the car and said they’d meet us at Giant Reptile Devours Tokyo at 
four. 
Yuuko sent word through that she would, after all, be staying in a hotel, so as not 
to cause any more inconvenience than absolutely necessary. Coffee drunk, all 
housemates scattered to their appointments, and we were left with spare keys and 
asked lock up when we left. 
The diner was good, I must concede. They had a picture of the stars and stripes 
behind the counter with the legend “These Colors Don’t Run” printed under it, but 
they didn’t bat an eye when we walked in. Himself was wearing his blue coat and just 
a smidge of mascara but this didn’t ruffle them unduly. Some of the customers had to 
take a third look as we eased into a booth, but the waitress was friendly-efficient, 
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brought coffee, and took our orders like we were regulars. I ordered eggs Benedict as 
though I had it every day. 
‘What’s she playing at?’ LeRoi had been silent for a while. 
‘She’s giving the kitchen our ticket,’ I said. 
‘You know what I fucking mean.’ 
‘Yuuko? I don’t know. Something’s come up in NYC? I don’t know, but I’m 
sure she does.’ 
‘I thought she was going to be here.’ 
‘So did I.’ 
‘She’d better not be yanking my chain.’ 
‘Our chain. I’m sure she’s not.’ 
‘And what’s this shit about hotels? She never mentioned hotels before. Did she 
mention it too you?’ 
‘No. First I’ve heard of it. Maybe she didn’t want to impose on them. I’m sure 
she’s not doing it to embarrass us.’ 
‘Fucking embarrass us. What is she? The leader? The fucking Duce?’ 
‘No. I don’t suppose so. You know what she’s like. She’s being enigmatic, that’s 
all.’ 
‘Fucking enigmatic. I don’t like her having secrets. Not from me. She needs to 
be straight with me.’ He pouted at his food. 
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‘I’m sure she’s got a good reason,’ I said, mopping up sauce and egg yolk with 
muffin. ‘Eat your breakfast.’ 
‘You haven’t said anything to her about the package have you?’ 
‘Not a sausage.’ 
‘Good. I’ll give her secrets.’ 
‘Don’t worry about it.’ 
‘Well if she’s going to get all mysterious, two can play at that game. Have you 
got the address for our contact?’ 
‘It’s in the suitcase.’ 
‘Right. We’ll go back to the house and try to get a phone number.’  
‘Solly told us not to.’ 
‘Fuck Solly.’  
He was completely evil now, and contradicting him would be a fruitless 
exercise. I even thought, for the briefest of moments, about pointing out that it was 
someone else’s phone and that we hadn’t asked, then I put all such virtuous ideas right 
out of my head.   
‘Yeah. Alright.’ 
‘You never know,’ he said, ‘If it’s worth that much to Solly, it might be worth 
something to him. I’ll give her fucking hotels.’ 
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‘I’m puzzled,’ Wade said. ‘You claim, on the one hand, not to know what it was 
you were carrying, what it was worth, and yet your little friend seems to have been 
very acutely aware of its value. Are you sure he didn’t have an inkling?’ 
I had to think about this for a moment. 
‘Mm. Beyond the obvious you mean?’ 
‘And what’s the obvious?’ 
‘That it was old, and probably rare; and old things are often valuable; and you can 
multiply that by x for rare old things. That’s my “obvious”.’ 
‘Well?’ 
‘I see what you’re driving at, and he knew more about that shit than I did, but, 
frankly, no. I think he was pissed off with Yuuko having a secret and he wanted to 
demonstrate that he had a bigger secret.’ 
‘By?’ 
‘By doing something and not telling her.’ 
He looked doubtful. ‘That seems a bit self-defeating. If it’s secret, it’s secret, no?’ 
‘But in his head he’d know he had a better secret than whatever hers was.’ 
‘How could he know?’ 
‘He couldn’t. You’re asking for logic here. Can we leave it?’  
‘Yes. Did it worry you, travelling with him?’ 
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‘Why would it?’ 
‘Him being, you know …’  
I assumed he meant queer, but I said, ‘Annoying? No not at all.’ 
‘So you contacted this Anselm?’ 
‘Yeah. Nobody was home when we got back, so I nipped upstairs and got the 
address.’  
We found the local directory under a pile of newspapers and fast food menus in the 
kitchen. It only covered Boston and environs, but it had instructions on how to contact 
the directory enquiries service for AT&T. I dialled and gave Anselm’s name and 
address. The stupid operator didn’t understand my accent, so we had to have few goes 
at it. Finally, I made myself understood, and she gave me the number. I took it down 
on the card then she asked if I’d like to be connected. I felt a flutter of panic, said ‘No 
thanks,’ and put the receiver down. 
‘No thanks what?’ 
‘She asked if I wanted connecting.’ 
‘Well you do.’ 
‘You do it.’ 
‘No, you do it.’ 
‘You’ve got the package.’ 
‘Exactly. I’ve carried the package; you have to talk to him.’  
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‘You carried the package; you took the money; it’s your turkey.’ 
‘The money, my friend, paid for your fucking tickets as well.’ 
‘I didn’t do it for the money. I did it for a friend.’ 
‘So phone this fucking Anselm then – for a friend.’  
‘It was your idea to ring him, for fuck’s sake.’ It was no good; even when he 
didn’t make sense, he could be weirdly persuasive. I took the phone out of its cradle 
and dialled. I had no idea what to expect. There was a second’s delay after the last 
number dialled. I held my breath, then it gave the engaged tone. 
‘What is occurring?’ LeRoi said, palms up.  
‘Engaged. We’ll give it a minute then you try.’ 
‘We’ll give it ten minutes then you try again. What’s wrong with you? It’s just a 
phone call.’ 
‘If it’s just a phone call, you do it.’ 
‘Look, a pot of coffee.’ There was, indeed a pot of stewed coffee still on the 
hotplate of the coffee machine. He poured us each a mug and we waited in silence, 
watching the clock. Ten minutes passed. I tried again. The phone rang. I wanted to put 
it down and pretend it was still engaged. 
‘Hullo. Can I help you?’ he said. His voice was warm and friendly. 
‘Er. Hi. Er. Can I speak to Anselm, please?’ 
There was a pause. ‘Speaking. Who is this?’ 
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‘You don’t know me, but I’m a friend of Herschel Solomon’s. He asked us to 
contact you.’ 
There was a longer silence. ‘Who are you?’ He was suddenly very brusque. 
‘A friend of Solly’s.’ 
‘I’m afraid I don’t anyone of that name. You must have the wrong number.’ 
‘We have a package, a document for you.’ An even longer pause. 
‘Where are you calling from?’ 
‘Boston. We’re coming to Providence…’ 
‘Don’t say anything else. What’s the number you are calling from?’ It was 
written in the cradle on the wall. I read it out to him. ‘Will you be there if I call in half 
an hour? Please?’ 
‘Yeah. Of course I will. Is something wrong?’ 
‘Don’t say anything else. I will call you back in half an hour, okay? Do you 
understand?’ 
‘Yeah. Okay.’ He put the phone down. I turned to LeRoi and shrugged. 
‘Fuck was that about?’ 
‘I don’t know. He went very funny on me. Says he’ll call back.’ 
‘How queer.’ 
‘What’s in that document, LeRoi? I can’t imagine you haven’t had a good look 
at it.’ 
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‘It’s Latin and some other shit. I have no idea what it says.’ 
‘No idea? You’ve had it long enough. You weren’t curious?’ 
‘A bit, but I ain’t fluent in many dead languages, strange as it may seem.’  
There were symbols that he recognised, alchemical things and diagrams. 
‘Nothing that makes any sense to me,’ he said. 
‘I thought you and Solly were all genned up on this shit? You spent long enough 
talking about it.’ 
‘Half the time, I don’t know what he’s going on about, but if you don’t axe 
questions you don’t learn anyfink, do you? It’s interesting. He’s an interesting old git.’  
We passed the half an hour in useless circular conversation like this, and then the 
phone rang. We froze. I looked at him. He looked at me. 
‘Go on then,’ he said.  
‘What if it’s not him?’  
‘Get on with it.’  
I picked up. 
‘Hello.’ 
‘You rang me earlier, I think?’ 
‘Yeah. We’ve got a package from Solly for you.’ 
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‘Who are you? Who is we?’ His voice was disturbingly, unnaturally clear and 
calm.  
‘My name is Christian Blackwood.’ 
‘And you’re not here alone?’  
‘I’m travelling with my friend, LeRoi De’Ath.’ 
‘Is this a joke?’ 
‘What do you mean, a joke?’ 
‘LeRoi De’Ath? What kind of a name is that? Are you trying to get a rise out of 
me, young man?’ 
‘Oh. I see what you mean. No, Mr Curwen, it’s a stage name.’ LeRoi scowled at 
me. ‘We’re in a band. It’s called Kunstlicht.’ It immediately struck me that telling him 
that was a bad idea too. ‘We’re on tour. You can look it up in the papers. We’re 
playing tonight in Boston. Really. I’m not joking.’ There was silence. 
‘And how do you know Mr Solomon?’ 
‘I’m his neighbour. I do his shopping.’ Another pause. I thought about hanging 
up and saying fuck it. Solly would never know if we threw his package in the river. 
Except that he would because he was a lot more astute and tuned in than you’d credit, 
and he’d know, for sure, if I was lying. Shit, I thought. 
‘Could you tell me about this package? Do you know what’s in it?’ 
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‘It’s a document, a sort of manuscript. It looks very old. It’s in Latin, apparently. 
LeRoi’s had a better look at it than I have.’ 
‘Do you have any idea what it is?’ 
‘We were just talking about that. Neither of us has any idea what it is; just it’s 
old. That’s all.’ 
‘How did you get my number?’ 
‘Solly gave us your address. We got your number from directory enquiries. I told 
him we were coming to Providence; he asked us to deliver it. Do you want it or not?’ 
‘Yes, of course. When are you coming to Providence? And how can I get hold of 
you?’ 
‘On Thursday: we’ve got a gig in Providence. We’ll be there in the morning. If 
you want to get a message to us, ring here and leave it with Jody or Daisy. They’ll 
know where we are.’ 
‘Jody and Daisy? And who are they? Do they know about it?’ 
‘No, they’re just people we’re staying with. Look, what’s the,’ I stopped myself 
swearing at him, ‘problem here?’ 
‘Listen to me, sir. I want you to do as I say – exactly as I say. There are people 
who will do anything, and I’m not being flippant here, I really mean anything, to get 
hold of what you’ve got there. Pray God they don’t know you have it, because if they 
do, you are in very grave peril. I will ring back tomorrow, at this time, and tell you 
where to meet me. If anything happens in the meantime, anything strange, you can 
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contact me on this number. Have you a pen?’ I took the number. ‘It’s where I work. 
It’s a car dealership called Conti Auto Sales in North Providence. Ask for me, or leave 
a message to call you, and I will ring back. Leave your first name only, and do not 
leave any other information. I will arrange to meet you. Do you understand?’ 
‘Yes.’ 
‘I am in deadly earnest, here, Christian. You understand that?’ 
‘Yes. That’s quite clear.’ 
‘Then you should be just fine. I’ll speak to you soon. Goodbye, Christian.’ And 
he put the phone down. I looked at LeRoi. 
‘Go on, then. Wha’ ‘appen?’ he said, in sarcastic mock-patois.  
‘We …’ I imitated Anselm’s voice, and pointed solemnly at LeRoi’s, and then 
my, chest, ‘are in grave peril. He …’ I pointed at the phone, ‘is in deadly earnest, but 
if we do as he says, we should be just fine.’ I winked. 
‘No. Fuck off. What sort of peril?’  
‘Grave.’ 
‘Ouch. That’s the fucking worst kind.’ 
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‘You didn’t take it seriously, then?’ I could see Wade’s gears whirring. He 
couldn’t quite make me – or us collectively – out at all, and thought, in his copperish 
way, that we must have been up to something. We weren’t up to anything, at least not 
in the conspiratorial sense, but we generally gave off an aura of near-toxic superiority 
that may have blinded onlookers to the fact that we were making it up as we went 
along.  
‘We didn’t take it seriously then, but after the phone call things started to get, 
well, as Anselm said, strange. You know what I mean?’ 
‘I think I have an idea, but go on.’  
 
 
We truly weren’t bothered by what Anselm said. We forgot about it and got on 
with our day. I brewed up some coffee, we hung out, then around lunchtime LeRoi 
touched up his makeup and we made we made our way into Boston proper using the 
maps and lists of instructions Jody and Daisy had made up for us. The ‘T’ was clean 
and quick and efficient. It didn’t have that cloying, dusty atmosphere the London 
Underground has and, judging by the sideways glances we were getting, Boston had 
even fewer black goths than the Smoke. LeRoi was at his imperious best. It was like 
following in the train of the Sun King on a procession through a foreign capital.  
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We happened on a little shop, run by a Nation of Islam bloke – with the tie and 
everything. It sold a gaudy array of hats and shirts and crocodile shoes. LeRoi 
considered purchasing a burgundy Derby. I wondered how swiftly he was rattling 
through the money; he still seemed to have a wallet full of dollars. As we made our 
way to Chinatown for a bite to eat he prompted me: ‘Do the voice again.’ 
‘You are in grave peril, and I am in deadly earnest,’ and we fell about laughing. 
‘Who the hell is he?’ 
‘No idea. He must believe all that shit.’ 
LeRoi looked thoughtful for a second, ‘It’s not all shit, you know.’  
We spotted a likely restaurant. Over lunch we worked out our route to the club 
and he had another little bitch about Yuuko, but I got the impression he was fairly 
relaxed about how things were going. We took the Green Line west, and after a couple 
of navigation failures, found the Giant Reptile Devours Tokyo down a side street 
round the back of some shops. The entrance was up a flight of metal fire-escape stairs. 
It was half past four. 
‘Hi there. You made it okay, guys.’ Jody was beaming, as was his wont. The 
club was a bit of a box, with rails and seating and a bar at the back, an oblong of 
dance floor, but it had a proper stage, monitors arrayed across the front. Not bad. 
Okay. Almost passable. 
It was actually better than anywhere we’d played at home, but when Jody asked 
what we thought of their little place we only managed to look moderately pleased. 
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Somebody was boshing away on a floor tom while, over on the left, a sound engineer 
twiddled at the desk. He looked like every other sound engineer we’d had in London. I 
wondered if they’re cloned, or perhaps come from a factory. I was about to share this 
observation with LeRoi when Yuuko appeared on the stage and waved peremptorily.  
‘Right. Here we go,’ I thought. Relations were likely to be cool, to say the least, 
and I felt a churning in my gut at the prospect of playing diplomat. She had a young 
man in tow who was busy setting up her keyboards. She asked how the flight was, and 
if we’d settled in okay. LeRoi went off to talk to the frizzy haired individual who was 
setting up the drums. He turned out to be the owner of the drums, and was a really 
mellow kind of a guy, which was as well, because it meant LeRoi’s rudeness just 
washed off him. 
Later, we convened round a table, with herbal tea supplied by the management. 
There was good news on the Providence gig front. It was in the ballroom of the hotel 
where the Lovecraft convention was being held, and we were to be accommodated in 
said hotel in lieu of a fee, though Yuuko’s new friend Robert, the keyboard roadie, 
would try and get some cash money from his friends, the organisers. Mention of 
hotels brought a twitch to LeRoi’s lips, but he said nothing.  
Tonight we’d get a percentage of the door, and the headliners were a draw round 
these parts, so that could be a substantial amount, though what substantial entailed 
was never mentioned. Yuuko was charm itself, and, after we’d sound-checked, she 
settled down with Jody who was related to somebody she knew from somewhere. She 
was evidently more at ease with Yanks than either of us. At this point, LeRoi went 
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into a sudden and massive sulk, and hid in the dressing room, scarcely able to speak at 
all. 
Then the main event turned up, The New Speedway Heroes, who were a bunch 
of personable young men with a line in vaguely left-field blues-rock. They all had 
degrees and great jobs, as well as being incredibly accomplished musicians. I felt sick. 
Their Satanic Majesties were barely on speaking terms; we were supporting a bunch 
of Grateful Dead-a-likes, at a student club, in a student town, and were now, I 
suspected, riding for a fall. 
It wasn’t that bad, as it turned out. Some people danced – friends of Jody and 
Daisy – perhaps out of politeness, but we were maybe too – what’s the word – intense 
for this crowd. A couple of the college types collared me, as I made my way, alone, 
through the club, and told me they’d enjoyed it, and that it was really, like, intense. 
The contrast with the easy bonhomie and virtuosity of The New Speedway Heroes was 
marked.  
Yuuko packed up immediately, and she and her roadie-cum-driver-cum-
whatever-else shipped the keyboards and my guitar out of the tradesman’s entrance, 
stowed them in his motor. She told us she had to go ahead to Providence because there 
were still things to be ironed out with the convention folks. LeRoi pointed out that the 
telephone had been invented a while ago, but she was adamant that she needed to be 
there, and we’d see this in the long run. She came over all unfathomable and 
mysterious again. He looked miserable and furious. I felt miserable and blank. She 
kissed me on the cheeks in the showbiz manner. I wondered if this was for the benefit 
of the Yanks. 
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‘You’ve got the address and the train tickets. It’s going to be alright. Wait and 
see,’ she said. 
‘Yeah. Okay. See you there.’ LeRoi was back in the dressing room before she 
pulled away. That’s when I went to the bar. In between chatting with the kids, I 
checked out the audience demographic. They were mostly early twenties with a 
smattering of middle-aged bohemians. One spectacular example had a beret, the grey 
ponytail, the works. I wished LeRoi would come out to sneer at them with me. 
Another good one was an older feller in a brown suit who kept talking to a younger 
man in standard issue tee, jeans and beads. The older man looked like he was sucking 
lemons, while the younger one kept scanning the crowd as though he was searching 
for someone he knew to rescue him. Poor bastard must be here with his dad, I thought, 
and his mates haven’t shown up. I nailed one beer and ordered another. 
There were also a pair, blokes in their thirties, bulkier than the rest of the 
clientele, slightly less chilled, tattooed hands, one of them with a God-awful mullet. 
There for the blues, no doubt, I thought. They gave me a real evil eye. Didn’t like my 
clothes, I reckoned. Didn’t like my sophisticated European ways. If this were the mid-
West, I mused, me and LeRoi would have been in for a pasting from them. I was a bit 
disappointed that America, even Boston-college-America, seemed so old fashioned. 
I’d dreamed, I suppose, that we’d be chaired through the streets, welcomed as visiting 
aesthete royalty bringing news from the old country to people only marginally less 
cultivated than ourselves. 
A couple of really pretty college girls gave me a smile, though. It occurred to me 
that I might have just enough of the rock star aura about me to get my leg-over, but I 
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wasn’t holding out any great hopes. Daisy appeared and said we were fantastic, and 
thanks for coming over. She’d have to go now, but Jody would be there until the end, 
and he would get us all a taxi home, and thanks again, and see you in the morning. 
She gave the impression that she was in a constant state of apology, but I guessed she 
was pretty savvy underneath it all.  
The Speedway Heroes got encores, with everyone cheering and whistling, and 
finally LeRoi put in an appearance. I bought him a beer and we found half a table. 
‘Was alright?’ I asked. 
‘Was alright.’ He had a mope, and then I went up to the bar for another. He 
suggested we have JD chasers, but his big wad of dollars didn’t put in an appearance. 
Jody intercepted me on the way back, and bunged me a hundred and fifty bucks 
though, and I thought about keeping this to myself. When I got back to the table we 
had company. There were two of them. One was a wiry looking bloke, maybe in his 
late twenties; the other was older, at the middle-aged boho end of the spectrum. They 
were telling LeRoi how much they’d enjoyed our set, and asking questions about 
London, where we played, if we had a record deal. 
The live music over, the Monday night crowd was thinning, but a DJ was 
playing 80s indie-alternative bollocks like REM and there were a few folks still on the 
dance floor. The two guys bought us drinks. Jody flittered about organising and being 
busy, so we settled in. Brian, the older man, had been around the music industry over 
the years, and knew a few rockers from back in the day, none of whom impressed 
LeRoi, but they intrigued me. I tried not to let it show, though. Chester, the wiry one, 
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had been in the army, but always wanted to play drums in a band. He’d learned as a 
kid, but knocked it on the head when he joined up. More drinks came and by the time 
it was chucking out we were pretty well hammered. 
‘You guys fancy coming back to our place for a smoke?’ Brian asked, ‘It’s a 
little way out of town but we could run you back here in the morning.’ 
‘If you got nothing else doing?’ Chester added. I was just about to say we 
couldn’t possibly because we had to get back to our friends when LeRoi butted in: 
‘Yeah. Okay.’ 
‘Really?’ I said. 
‘Yeah. Why not?’ He was a bit unsteady. ‘Tell what’s-his-face.’ Jody was over 
at the bar. I went across to tell him we’d see him some time tomorrow. He seemed a 
bit surprised, but I said we’d be okay and hoped we weren’t putting him out. Too late 
for that, I realised, from his expression. The bar staff were clearing up, kids heading 
for the cloakroom, the suit man was sitting at a table with the bead boy, both looking 
like thunder. I wondered what the fuck was going on there, and then something 
occurred to me, and I laughed out loud. Suit man glowered at me. Fuck, I thought, if 
you’re queer just be up front about it like our man. I sneered at him and he looked 
away.  
‘Okay I guess we’ll see you some time tomorrow, then. Have a nice time.’ Jody 
had that American-style self-control wherein you remain impeccably polite, but can’t 
quite keep the irritation on the inside. Knackers to him, I thought. 
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Chester and Brian had a big old proper American motor with still a hint of tail 
fin to it; not like the slightly disappointing Japanesified things everyone else seemed 
to drive. Me and LeRoi threw ourselves into the back. There was acres of room. I 
started laughing. 
‘What’s up boys?’ Brian asked. 
‘It’s a proper car, Brian,’ I said. ‘This is what you come to America for.’ 
‘Glad you like it,’ he said. Chester dragged out a bottle of Bourbon from under 
the seat handed it back to us. I took a slug. 
‘Rock ‘n’ Roll, gentlemen,’ I toasted, and handed it to LeRoi. This was 
altogether more like it, I thought, as we roared across the city. I gazed out of the 
windows as we passed through Boston. It looked nothing like any English city. The 
lights were brighter, the houses, even in what seemed to be poorer areas, weren’t so 
hemmed in. There were trees and a baseball park. It was new and fresh and, on 
reflection, we’d gone down fairly well tonight. Some punters told me so. We hadn’t 
been bottled off. These two were clearly taken with us. 
Chester hung over the front seat and asked LeRoi where he got his stage clothes 
from. 
‘I don’t wear stage clothes,’ he said. 
‘Go on,’ Chester laughed, ‘you walk around England dressed like that all the 
time.’ He exchanged a glance with Brian. They laughed. ‘And what about your 
names? LeRoi De’Ath?’ 
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‘I am one of the Norfolk De’Aths; my heart is as black as hell,’ he pronounced. 
‘So is mine,’ said Chester. He grinned and turned to face front. ‘You’re in good 
company, boys.’ 
Wade seemed utterly bewildered by the idea that we might jump in a car with 
complete strangers, and go to their home. He asked if it hadn’t worried me. Well, 
obviously not, was the answer to that. Hadn’t he ever met a stranger in a bar and gone 
to their home to carry on drinking at kicking out time. He said, quite categorically, 
that he had not, not ever, and shook his head in bemusement. 
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We rode out through the suburbs, occasionally necking at the bourbon. I chatted 
with Chester about London and some of the places he’d been in south-east Asia. Brian 
chipped in occasionally. LeRoi fell asleep for a while. We wound up a slip road onto a 
major artery, back down onto minor roads, and were soon out in the countryside. 
There were fields and not much traffic. I relaxed and soaked it in. I may have dozed as 
well, so it was hard to say how long we’d been driving: probably an hour, maybe 
more. Soon there were woods, sometimes the moonlight shining on a black lake, and 
nothing much else.  
We pulled down a seriously minor road and after a few miles pulled off down a 
dirt track. The car wallowed, and it woke LeRoi up. 
‘Are we there yet?’ he said, and yawned.  
‘Be there in a trice, boys,’ said Brian. About two hundred yards down the track 
was a white wooden house with outbuildings. ‘Here’s the old homestead. Not much to 
look at, but it suits us fine.’  
There was a pickup truck and another car parked in front of the house, and as we 
wheeled round I could see into a small barn, which was furnished with welding gear, 
benches, drills, and other tools. We got out and clunked the car doors shut. Chester 
jogged up to the house and put lights on. 
‘Wahey. It’s got a porch,’ I shouted. Brian screwed his face up, puzzled. ‘With a 
porch swing.’ 
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‘What’s the big deal with porch swings?’ he laughed. 
‘Just they’re American. It’s like films. You don’t get many in Stamford Hill.’ 
The living room was illuminated by now. You walked straight in to it through 
the front door. There were three sofas round a big coffee table, wooden floors with 
faded rugs, a lot of knick-knacks, photos of youngsters in American football gear, one 
of them evidently a much younger Brian, another of Chester in a very crisp, green 
military uniform. It was altogether very homely.  
‘Nice place,’ I said. 
‘Glad you like it. Make yourselves at home.’ Chester went to a cupboard and 
wrestled out some kind of hookah pipe. He placed it on the table in front of us. LeRoi 
flopped down on one of the sofas. I perched on the edge next him and we watched the 
contraption being prepared. 
‘Chez.’ Brian called Chester over to him. There was a bit of whispering and 
nodding, then he said, ‘Okay. Chips and beer?’ and went off through the far door. 
LeRoi looked completely relaxed, but I noticed he didn’t take his eyes off them.  
‘They seem alright, don’t they?’ I whispered. 
‘Yeah,’ he said, without looking at me. The hookah took some constructing. 
There was much bubbling and screwing. Brian came back with a big bowl of crisps 
and some cold bottles of beer. There was a tricky operation with some charcoal, and 
Chester sucked frantically at the pipe until he released a mouthful of smoke. He 
handed it to me, and I took a deep draught. My head went light almost immediately. I 
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took another then passed it to LeRoi. He took a draw and passed it on to Chester. I 
couldn’t stop myself from smiling. Chester passed it on to Brian who’d joined him on 
the sofa next to us. I took my jacket off and shook my head to try and clear it. Brian 
handed me the pipe, got up and went off through another door. I took another couple 
of big draws and turned to pass it to LeRoi. I had to nudge him. He was staring at the 
doorway where Brian had gone. Chester was engrossed in the pipe mechanism. LeRoi 
took the pipe, took a cursory draw and passed it on to Chester.  
‘Bloody hell, that’s good shit, Chester,’ LeRoi said, as he stood up. He laughed 
and flapped his hand in front of his face. ‘Going have to step out and get some air.’ He 
shook his head and blew, then, as he shuffled to get past me, he leaned in to my face 
and hissed. ‘Get out fucking side now. Don’t cause a fuss. Just fucking do it.’ By the 
time he got past me he was laughing and flapping again. I did likewise. Chester was 
grinning like a fool at us. I heard Brian come back in and shut the door behind him. 
LeRoi was out on the porch stretching and whoo-ing in a fairly unconvincing manner. 
I followed suit. He leant close to me with a big carefree smile on his face, and said, in 
a very serious voice: ‘They’re not smoking. Not really.’  
‘And?’ My head was spinning.  
‘I just saw in the back room. There’s a camera set up, and mirrors on the walls,’ 
He gave an am-dram stage laugh, ‘and in the mirrors, I’m not completely sure, but I 
think I could see a wooden cross.’  
‘They’re religious? Is that what you’re saying?’ He laughed again and nodded at 
our hosts, who were now watching us. 
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‘It was a very big cross with shackles on it, and it was all messy in there, and, I 
couldn’t swear to it, but some of the mess was blood.’ He grinned inanely. I glanced 
through the window. The two men were in conference again. 
‘What we gonna do then?’ I asked. 
‘We’re going to get the fuck out of here.’ He maintained the rictus. 
‘I’ll get my jacket.’ Brian and Chester were both standing now. 
‘You fucking won’t,’ he said. ‘FUCKING RUN!!’ He bolted across the yard 
towards the woods.  
In the house Brian and Chester turned sharply. I hesitated a second, and then was 
gone as well, tripping and stumbling across the yard. I could see LeRoi’s outline 
crashing through the trees and I followed him. He went down then resurfaced. I 
scrambled up the hill after him, through bracken and bushes. We stopped a moment 
and listened. There was shouting from the house.  
‘RUNNERS!’ It was Brian bawling, ‘We got runners. Get my rifle; get the 
torches. We got us a sporting match.’  
We turned and ran again, this time along the slope away from the house. The 
undergrowth was thick here, full of thorny bushes. LeRoi became entangled, and we 
had to pull back and try again further down the slope. I could see them in front of the 
house. They both had rifles, straps wound around their arms. Two torches flicked on, 
and began to probe the woods where we were. We shuffled down the slope to get 
round the thorns and stepped in a bog. 
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‘Shit!’ LeRoi spat.  
‘Just get fucking going.’ We waded into the muck, which came halfway up my 
calves. I looked back as I ran, and collided with him. We fell and picked ourselves up, 
and then I heard the sound of an engine. We limped on through the mud. I heard a 
shout away behind us. 
‘What the fuck is this now?’ It was Brian again. A pair of headlights was coming 
rocking down the track. We walked slowly, watching the house. The men were 
returning to see what the vehicle was.  
‘What the shitting hell is going on,’ said LeRoi. We were both breathing hard. 
My pulse was pounding in my ears. In a few paces we pulled out of the bog and 
crouched on the higher ground to watch. The vehicle was a big old van, Luton Transit-
sized – light removals. Brian and Chester were picked out in the headlights their guns 
pointing skyward. They had torches in their free hands and lights on their heads. The 
van drew up and the door opened. A man in a pale trench coat stepped out.  
‘Can I help you, sir?’ Brian called. 
‘Good evening, gentlemen. Doing a little hunting?’ His accent was American 
posh.  
‘Good time for rabbits,’ Brian replied. ‘What the fuck do you want?’ 
‘I have a delivery for a Mr Brian…’ he paused to look at a piece of paper, 
‘Baines.’ 
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‘At this time of fucking night.’ Chester bawled and pointed his lamp straight at 
the man. It was the brown suit man from the Lizard.  
‘Fuck,’ I said. ‘He was at he club.’ 
‘Shh.’ 
‘I’m afraid I’ve been looking for your place for hours,’ Brown Suit said. He was 
clearly trying to be conciliatory, but he did this in such a theatrical way you’d think he 
was playing to a crowd. ‘I passed the entrance three times. It won’t take a moment. 
There’s nothing to sign.’  
Brian and Chester were suspicious, but they obviously must have thought better 
of shooting a delivery driver who could be traced. Brown Suit turned and walked off 
to the back of the van. There was the rattle of a door rolling up. Brian and Chester 
followed him very slowly, one walking up each side of the van. There was more 
clanging. LeRoi pulled at my sleeve. 
‘Out of here, now,’ he whispered. We started to crab along the slope, getting 
used to the dark. The next thing, there was an almighty scream from down by the 
house, gunshots, and then another scream. We speeded up, scuttling along the bank 
side, bumping into each other, tripping and slipping and pulling ourselves upright 
again. We had no idea where we were going. We just wanted get away from the 
house.  
‘Do you have any idea what was going on there, at that house?’ Wade asked. 
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‘They were nutters. S&M freaks. I was glad to be out of it. The man in the 
brown suit was looking for us – I know that now – but we didn’t hang around to find 
out what was going on. As I say, we legged it.’ 
‘You hadn’t a clue? Hadn’t a clue who they were, or what happened after you 
left?’ 
‘No, not a Scooby.’ 
We were pretty well preoccupied at the time, with just finding our way back to 
Boston without getting shot at. By the time we’d clambered, crawled and scrambled 
our way to a road it was daylight. I was sick several times on the way. At one point we 
saw the tree canopy broken ahead and assumed it was civilisation but it was a lake 
which we had to skirt, stumbling through quagmire and fording streams. At the far 
side of the lake there was a cart track. We were wet, cold, and I was utterly miserable 
by the time we reached it and stopped to rest. LeRoi looked like a drowned rat. I don’t 
suppose I looked any better.  
There was a clearing where fires had been built, a few empty beer bottles kicking 
about. He slumped down in the grass, his back against a tree, and said nothing. I 
watched him sit and pout and say nothing. A thought struck me. 
‘Did you know?’ I asked. 
‘Did I know what?’ he snarled, but he knew full well. 
‘What they were?’ He sniffed and looked off across the lake. 
‘What? Enthusiasts?’ 
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‘If that’s what you call them.’ He shrugged, but wouldn’t look at me. 
‘I had a reasonable idea’ he said. ‘Only I didn’t realise they were so … 
committed.’ 
‘Fucking committed? Is that what you call it. I could have been bummed, or 
tortured, or worse, you twat.’ He smiled. 
‘You might have liked it.’ 
‘Liked it? Liked it, you fucking bastard.’ I walked away; otherwise I’d have 
kicked him. ‘And what in God’s name was that other bastard doing there?’ 
‘Don’t know, but it’s a fucking good job he turned up when he did, isn’t it?’ 
‘Right.’ I pointed at him. My voice was cracking, ‘Next time you decide to go on 
one of your pervert expeditions, you leave me fucking out of it.’ 
‘Pervert expeditions?’ He rolled it around on his tongue and started to laugh. 
‘Brilliant. Pervert expeditions. Good one, Mistah Christian.’ He shook his head and 
nearly choked. ‘I must remember that one. Pervert expeditions. Come on.’ He picked 
himself up and started walking down the track, laughing and repeating pervert 
expeditions to himself. I followed on. 
‘Do you think this is Curwen’s grave peril?’ I said. 
‘Nah.’ 
‘What’s going on then?’ 
‘America’s full of “perverts”. That’s all.’ 
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‘Right. And what’s the appeal of it, then, all this S&M shit.’ 




Wade shook his head in disbelief.  
‘You have no idea what a close call you had.’ 
‘I do.’  
‘No you don’t. That would be Tuesday, so it must have been Wednesday or 
Thursday when the bodies were found.’ 
‘What bodies?’ 
‘Your friends, Chester and Brian; they were found by an electricity company 
man lying in the yard by the house.’  
‘Figures.’ 
‘The sheriff’s office was called in straight away. They assumed they were 
dealing with an animal attack.’ 
‘We saw something about that on the news.’ 
‘They thought it might be a bear, or a big cat, the wounds were so horrendous.’ 
There were bite marks on both bodies, flesh ripped away and Chester Zhèng’s head 
had been completely severed. It had, according to forensic reports, been wrenched 
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from the body with tremendous force. I had a good idea what was responsible, but 
said nothing. ‘At first they put out a warning that there may be an escaped animal, but 
when they got into the house they realised that the investigation would have to be 
widened a tad.’ 
‘And how do you know all this?’  
‘Well, they found your jacket with your wallet in it, and I think, for a brief 
moment you became a suspect, and then after they searched the place you became a 
potential victim.’ 
‘Victim?’ 
‘Yes. When they found the dungeon, the torture implements, the incinerator, the 
credit cards and photographs of known missing persons, the bone fragments, they 
marked you down as a potential victim. Of course, when they tried to find out who 
you were, it showed up that you were a potential witness in a murder investigation 
here, and that complicated things bit.’ 
‘Christ. Bone fragments?’ 
‘A dozen or more potential victims. You really never heard about this?’ 
‘No. I mean, what did they do?’  
‘Apparently they picked up dopes and drunks in cities, drove them out to the 
country, raped them and murdered them.’ 
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I was retrospectively furious with LeRoi all over again, but quickly realised how 
futile that was, and decided to grill Wade. He liked to talk about copper business, I 
thought, so let him. 
‘So they contacted you?’ 
‘In a round about way. It’s workaday stuff. We’d put in a request to the US 
authorities for the American Airlines staff at JFK to keep an eye out for you and make 
sure you were on your flight home. Carling and I would have been waiting for you at 
Heathrow. Easy as that. Eventually our lines of inquiry were likely to cross. There was 
no guarantee it would happen immediately, of course. I mean, it was days before the 
old man came forward and said he’d given you and your chum a lift. They might have 
tracked you down earlier, I don’t know, but the investigation was so complicated … I 
mean their police departmental politics are savage. They make ours look like a Quaker 
meeting. It didn’t, of course, help that you never bothered to tell anybody your plans. 
Who does that? Who goes abroad on holiday and doesn’t at least tell someone.’ 
‘I had no one to tell. I had no other friends. There was no subterfuge intended. 
Who were these blokes, then? Chester what?’  
‘Zhèng.  
‘Zhèng?’  
‘Yes. They found a diary, a manifesto. Apparently, he and his friend were 
allowed to do anything they wanted to anybody. They were superior beings because 
they had no pity; they were beyond good and evil. Charming, eh?’ 
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‘Zhèng? That’s not what he called himself.’  
‘Yes, Zhèng. His father was Taiwanese. You didn’t notice he was a bit Chinese.’ 
‘No.’ 
‘You walk around with your eyes closed, lad, don’t you? Live in your own little 
world? Anyway, would you like to tell me about this gentleman in the brown suit.’ 
‘No, I wouldn’t. I’d like you to tell me how come you know so much about those 
nutters, and why, if they found my wallet at a fucking crime scene, they never 
contacted me direct.’ 
‘Well, firstly, they’ve been in the newspapers. Do you read the newspapers?’ 
‘Of course.’ 
‘Secondly, they may have been dissuaded from doing so, and thirdly, do you 
really mind not swearing? It doesn’t help.’ 
‘Really? Dissuaded? Dissuaded by whom?’ 
‘I think you’ll find that you have friends you don’t even know about. I’ll put the 
kettle on. You got a lift back to Boston, then?’ 
 
  









That wasn’t the case, of course. We had no real sense of where we were when 
we found the road, except in the countryside. When the old man pulled over in his 
pickup and we said we were trying to get to Boston, he seemed bemused, said he was 
going to Fitchburg, and we could find a way from there. I slid into the middle seat and 
LeRoi climbed in behind me.  
‘You’re in a awful state boys. You been out all night?’ 
‘Err. Yeah,’ I started to say but LeRoi butted in.  
‘Our friends took us out for a party by the lake back there. We fell asleep and the 
rotten devils left us.’ 
‘Some friends, huh?’ 
‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘Big joke.’ I talked with the old man about England and what we 
thought of the States. He was very pleasant. LeRoi fell asleep and I wished I could 
too. He dropped us near a bus station. I found a Sally Army shop and bought a second 
hand overcoat with money I managed to extract from LeRoi. He waited on a bench, 
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then we had breakfast. We hardly had the energy to speak, and when we found the 
right bus, each took a double seat and slept. 
Wade was keen for me to tell him about Curwen, but, as I said, it wasn’t that 
simple. I pressed him about the identity of my supposed friends, in high places, low 
places, or wherever they may be, but he was having none of it. 
 
 
When we finally arrived back at their place, Jody and Daisy were startled by the 
state of us. LeRoi went straight off to bed, and I was left to fend questions about our 
evening out. I explained that we’d gotten very, very drunk with the two guys. They 
wanted to know who they were and where we’d been. I could honestly say I didn’t 
know, but mentioned Fitchburg. 
‘Fitchburg? Why on earth would you want to go there?’  
I said we didn’t want to go there, but that’s where we ended up, and the men we 
were with got so loaded that we couldn’t wake them. 
‘Where’s your leather jacket?’ 
‘I don’t know. Please. I’d like to have a sleep.’  
There was a message from Yuuko and a number to call her on, and someone else 
had called and asked for me, but didn’t leave a number, and it was okay to use their 
phone, but I could see in their eyes that they were beginning to regret taking us in 
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now. If we could keep a low profile until Thursday when we moved on to Providence 
it would be best for everyone. 
When I got up late on Wednesday morning everyone had gone off to college, 
work, or whatever it was they did. LeRoi came down in a pair of leather trousers and 
nothing else, and demanded coffee which was already brewing. I found orange juice 
and cereal as well, and we sat at the breakfast bar eating in silence. 
‘We need to contact Anselm,’ he said, ‘and ask him about money.’ 
‘Do you want to do it?’ 
‘No.’  
‘I’ll ring him, after I’ve rung Yuuko, but I’m not asking about money.’ 
‘She’s made contact has she, then?’ 
‘Yes.’ I got us both more coffee and found a pen and some paper. Yuuko 
answered the phone straight away. 
‘How’s it going? I’ve got good news.’ 
‘We had an adventure. We’re both pretty shattered actually. What’s the news?’ 
‘They finally confirmed the headline act will accept us as support. It’s Dreams in 
the Witch House…’ 
‘Never heard of them,’ I said, feeling instantly hacked off that we needed their 
approval anyway. She paused, sighed loudly, and continued: 
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‘They’ve supported Alice in Chains. They’re signed to Columbia. They’ll have 
people there. It’s a fantastic opportunity.’ 
‘Good.’  
Pause. 
‘Good. Is that all you can say? I’ve worked my arse off to get us this, and all you 
can say is “good”. What is your fucking problem? Is he there?’ 
‘Yeah. He is. Do you want a word?’ 
‘No I don’t. I want you two to get a bit serious here. Fucking opportunities like 
this don’t turn up every day.’  
I thought about saying that I didn’t think that was the point of what we were 
doing, but I let it go. 
‘Look, sorry. We’re just absolutely shattered, but we’ll be rested and raring to go 
by tomorrow, I promise. We’ll be in on that eleven o’clock train. Where do we need to 
go?’ 
‘Okay. It’s five miles out of Providence, the Seekonk Hotel and Conference 
Centre.’ 
‘The sea what?’ I started to laugh. 
‘Seekonk. It’s a place. S-E-E-K-O-N-K. Off I-195. Got that?’ 
‘Yeah. We’ll see you there then?’ She hung up. LeRoi rested his chin in his palm 
and looked inquisitively at me. 
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‘We’re going to the Seekonk …’ 
‘What the fuck’s a sea conk?’ he butted in.  
‘A hotel, and we need to get serious.’ 
‘Right. Because we’re not. Cow.’  
‘She’s working hard.’ 
‘Who isn’t? Do Anselm now. Ask about money?’ I ignored him and phoned the 
number Anselm had left. I got his answer phone. 
‘Hi Anselm. It’s Christian here. I’m on the same number as before. We’ll be 
arriving in Providence tomorrow morning and we’re staying at the Seekonk Hotel. 
Give us a ring back. Bye.’ I looked at Himself sprawling with his head on the 
breakfast bar. ‘Get us another coffee and for God’s sake get some clothes on.’ 
We hung around the house, and I listened to their stereo for a few hours. LeRoi 
tried to clean his coat and we dried our boots out in the laundry room. I was annoyed 
about losing my jacket but decided to make do with the new old overcoat for the time 
being. About two thirty the phone rang. LeRoi ushered me towards it.  
‘Hello, Christian speaking.’ 
Sure enough, it was Curwen. He was livid and gave me hell about maintaining 
protocols and mortal peril.  
‘Do you have Solomon’s document?’ he asked, finally. 
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We arranged to meet in Brown’s American Diner near the station. I jotted down 
the details. He repeated his little lecture about security then asked, ‘How will I 
recognise you?’ 
‘I’m white, he’s black, and we look like fucking rock stars. How will we 
recognise you?’ 
‘You don’t need to recognise me, I will make myself known to you, and there’s 
no need for that sort of language.’ 
‘Well this is getting fucking ridiculous. We just want to deliver a package.’ 
He started another blast about the danger. I stopped listening properly. 
‘We’re in danger,’ I said to LeRoi, then, interrupting Curwen, ‘Righto. How 
much?’  
‘What do you mean, how much?’ 
‘Well if we’re in danger, and this package is so bloody important, we want our 
expenses covering.’ LeRoi was giving me the thumbs up. ‘We can always take it back 
to Solly, you know, or we could chuck it in the Charles River for all I bloody care.’ 
He went quiet. 
‘How much do you want?’ 
‘What’s it worth to you?’ I could almost hear him cogitating. 
‘I could get you five thousand dollars by tomorrow, but no more.’ I nearly 
choked. 
  165 
‘That would do nicely, Mr Curwen. That would be perfect.’ LeRoi was mouthing 
how much, how much at me. 
‘Good. So I’ll see you tomorrow.’ I hung up.  
‘How much?’ 
‘Five thousand dollars.’ 
‘Fucking hell. Things are looking up. See what happens when you show a bit of 
backbone. Good things come to he who makes unreasonable demands. Why’d you 
change your mind?’ 
‘He was pissing me off.’ 
‘Good man. Should have haggled, though. Now, we don’t tell her. Okay?’ 
I watched TV with Jody and Daisy in the evening. LeRoi had absented himself 
again, but I was, frankly, too knackered to be embarrassed about it. On Thursday 
morning we packed up, and Daisy took us for breakfast, then drove us to the station. 
She yammered away and told us again how much she’d enjoyed the gig and that they 
planned to follow us down in the evening for the convention gig, to see Yuuko 
properly, and how we were very welcome back there any time. I doubted we’d be a bit 
welcome, let alone very. In fact, I thought, she’d be quite happy if we never set foot in 
her house again. 
At the station I bought a Boston Globe to see what the local news looked like. 
The train ride was pleasant enough. I gazed out of the window. LeRoi thrummed his 
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fingers on the table for most of the journey, which was only faintly annoying. He had 
the package tucked into his shirt and had a tight, buttoned up waistcoat over that.    
At Providence station we found a taxi and decided to let it wait for us while we 
did the deal. With five grand in the bag we could afford to leave a taxi ticking over. I 
was feeling bullish, and Mr Sulky-Knickers seemed to have cheered up to a degree. At 
any rate, it was going to be a relief just to get the bloody thing out of our hands. As we 
were pulling up at Brown’s American Diner, I looked in through the window. 
‘Just pull on a bit further,’ I told the driver. ‘Bit further.’ We came to a halt two 
shops on from the restaurant. 
‘This okay for you, guys?’ 
‘What’s up?’ LeRoi said. 
‘You’ll never guess who’s sitting in the diner.’ 
‘Who?’ I put my head close to his so the cabbie couldn’t hear. 
‘The bloke who turned up in the van. The bloke in the suit who was in the 
bloody Reptile. He’s following us.’ 
He screwed his face up at me. ‘What the fuck would he be following us for?’  
‘I don’t know but he’s there again. This isn’t right.’ 
‘Do you want to get out here, guys?’ the cabbie asked. 
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‘No. If you can wait here a minute. We’ve got to meet somebody. It’ll only take 
a minute. We’ll go to the hotel after we’ve done here.’ I turned back to LeRoi, ‘I’ll go 
and have a see. You stop here.’ 
‘No I’ll come too.’ I looked him up and down, sitting there in his grubby blue 
frock coat and leather trousers, with his dyed hair. 
‘You might be a tiny bit more conspicuous than me, my old beauty. Let me go 
on my own.’ He conceded, ungraciously. 
I sidled up to the diner window and looked in. Brown Suit had his back to me, 
but it was definitely him. He had hair slicked back and parted, big ears, and when he 
turned into profile full lips and a long, straight nose. He sipped at his coffee. I scanned 
the rest of the diner. 
As I was giving him another once over, to make sure I was right, another man 
caught my eye. He was looking straight at me. He had lamb’s wool hair, was wearing 
a pale blue sports jacket, and was staring straight into my eyes. I mouthed ‘Anselm’ at 
him. He gave a nod that was scarcely perceptible, then shook his head the same 
amount and signalled with his eyes to go. I saw Brown Suit turn in his seat, and 
legged it back to the taxi. As I ran down the street, I looked back, and I was almost 
certain I recognised the two heavily built men just entering the diner. 
‘We’ve got a fan club,’ I said, as I scrambled in. ‘Can you take us to the Seekonk 
Hotel, mate?’ I said to the cabbie, and then cupped my hand over my mouth and 
hissed at LeRoi. ‘There’s another two just arrived. What the buggering hell’s going 
on.’  
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When we got to the hotel, to my relief, we found we were expected, and had a 
twin room, which meant spending another night in his company, but it was a proper 
bed at least, and was better than a kick in the ribs.  
An annoying bloke with a tie, ‘Hi, I’m Roger,’ appeared and said it was really 
great to have us there. He wanted to take us to the ballroom now. Yuuko, the young 
lady, had already arrived, but had popped out for lunch. The other delegates were 
starting to arrive and were mostly in sessions or screenings. There was a speaker in 
the ballroom in the afternoon, but from four o’clock onwards we’d be able to 
soundcheck. Dreams in the Witch House had set up and got sorted in the morning. 
They were awesome. It was real coup getting them, but hey, they loved Lovecraft too, 
so hey. We’d have an hour or so to set up ourselves.    
‘Sorry to be a pain, mate, but can we just go and freshen up, do you think?’ 
Roger was, of course, sorry, and LeRoi and I went up to the bedroom. The hotel was 
one of those oppressive affairs, tunnels of doors and nothing to distinguish one 
corridor from the next except the numbers on the doors. We flopped down on the 
beds. 
‘What’s happening? This isn’t a coincidence is it?’ I said. 
‘Are you certain it was them?’ 
‘Positive. One of ‘em has a pimp moustache, the other’s got the most horrendous 
mullet you ever saw.’ 
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‘Terrifying. Maybe they just dug that Kunstlicht groove so much, cats, they had 
to see us again, maaan. What about my money, Mistah Christian? When will the 
moolah be forthcoming, my dear? I grow impatient.’ 
‘Be serious. We’ll get the money when we unload that bloody thing. I’ll ring him 
again, and the sooner we’re shot of it the better, frankly. If this Curwen character isn’t 
bullshitting about ‘grave peril’, and let’s face it, we’re being followed by at least one 
person, and possibly three, and, may I remind you, I nearly got bummed the other 
night.’ 
‘It would have been character building. Loosen up, for fuck’s sake. Let’s go and 
find the Lamia. We’ll think about it later.’ 
‘Shall we tell her?’ 
‘No. Hang on. I need to beautify.’ I lay on the bed while he stank the bathroom 
out, and then took an eternity re-applying his makeup and generally fannying about. I 
think I nodded off. 
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Down in the lobby we met Roger again. He was bustling about in an ‘I’ve-got-a-
tie-and-a-badge’ kind of way, issuing instructions to helpers and fielding questions 
from delegates and hotel staff. He had a really, really neatly trimmed beard. I watched 
the delegates come and go and realised they weren’t what I’d imagined after all. They 
were, for the most part ordinary looking, youngish men and middle-aged academics. I 
wondered what the hell Yuuko thought she was playing at, bringing us here, then had 
to concede that, in fairness, she hadn’t promised us anything. All the expectations of 
success, adulation from a coterie of cool-as-fuck youth were in my head. She was 
trying, and I’d never even been abroad before, so probably best to just get on with it. 
Anyway, with the little band of followers we seemed to have collected – the one’s 
whose interest was more in the antiquarian publication line – we seemed to have 
bigger things to worry about. 
A fat woman in a flowing, multi-coloured sack paused to tell LeRoi that she 
loved his costume. I dragged him away before he could kick off. 
Yuuko was waiting for us in the ballroom with Robert, who we hadn’t seen 
before, or even heard of, and who was painfully hip and good looking. It turned out he 
was at college with one of the organisers, and they had some business involvement, 
flogging role playing games or something, and they were sponsoring the Witch House 
event, or at least underwriting it. This was how they could afford to put us up, and 
they hoped to get us some more cash, but the Dreams in the Witch House’s expenses 
had proved to be more than they expected, so he couldn’t promise anything, but he’d 
try his hardest. 
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LeRoi glazed over, and, when Robert had finished his spiel, Kunstlicht convened 
round a table. LeRoi sat with his arms folded and I leant back on my chair with my 
hands in my pockets. 
‘What?’ she said. ‘What do you want from me?’ 
‘Nothing.’ I said, ‘It’s all fine. I’m sure it’s all going to be fine.’ He said 
absolutely zilch. 
‘Okay.’ She gave us each a long, hard look. ‘We’ll need to be up really early 
tomorrow. Everything is set up in New York. We’re headlining that one. It’s a private 
view.  
‘Private view of what?’ I said.  
‘A private view – in a gallery. Art. It’s Nancy Corelli.’ 
I indicated that I was none the wiser. 
‘Nancy Corelli. She’s going to be enormous.’ Then she spoke very slowly 
pausing between each word: ‘There will be a lot of very influential people there.’ I 
decided to say nothing further. She looked as though she might explode. 
‘Robert,’ a long pause, ‘will drive us, tomorrow morning, to New York. We’ll be 
staying in his flat. It will be cramped, but we’ll manage. We’ll need to be away by 
eight. Tonight is looking good already,’ pause, ‘I know it’s not our kind of audience, 
or venue for that matter,’ she gestured at the soulless corporate hall with it’s pastel 
walls and pale wood dance floor, ‘but what is important is that we put on a good 
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show. Dreams in the Witch House may not be entirely our thing, but their people have 
clout.’ 
She paused again to let the significance of this sink in. 
‘They have people, do they?’ said LeRoi; he was pushing his luck.  
‘You do understand that they’re only doing this as a favour to Rob?’ LeRoi 
didn’t move. I nodded and said that, yeah, I understood perfectly. We arranged to 
meet back at four. A close inspection showed the PA was quality, as was the lighting 
rig. He still said nothing.  
Some assistants who were setting up a bookstall asked if we were staying for the 
lecture. I said we’d give it a miss, ta, and left. In the lobby a hotel employee asked for 
me by name, and said there was a packet for me. We picked it up and went back to the 
bedroom. 
In the lift, LeRoi finally got back into communicative mode. 
‘Who is this Rob cunt?’ he said. 
‘I don’t know. Somebody rich?’ 
‘He’s a wide-boy, isn’t he? He needn’t get ideas about muscling in on us, having 
little Mr Fifteen Percent fantasies.’ 
‘I think they’re old friends. He’s just doing her a few favours.’ I was struggling 
with the idea, but I wanted to keep things a bit more positive. 
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‘Yeah, and what’s she doing for him?’ This was uncalled for, but the same 
thought had occurred to me. ‘When we get back home this needs sorting out once and 
for all.’ 
We sat on the beds and opened the packet. There was two thousand dollars in 
cash in it, a note and a map. It gave directions to the car showroom in North 
Providence. We were to take a cab to three streets away near the Woonsquatucket 
River, cut down an alley through a wood, follow the river and we’d be able to get into 
the dealership compound through a gap in the fence. 
‘Woonsker what? Fuck off. He’s making this up,’ LeRoi snarled.  
‘Look at this wedge; I’d say he’s perfectly serious. He must be. ‘We found a 
map of the area in the tourist gubbins and confirmed there was such a thing as a 
Woonsquatucket river. 
‘We must not approach the dealership from the road; they will be watching - 
whoever “they” are. He’ll have the other three thousand waiting for us. The first two 
he’s sent to “show his good faith”, apparently.  He can leave. This’ll draw them off 
without them suspecting he’s taken possession of it, then we can make our way safely 
back to London. If we agree to this we’ve to call him on the work number at five forty 
five, let it ring three times, hang up and then repeat the procedure. He’ll be there 
pretending to work until after midnight. Apparently that won’t arouse suspicion as he 
often does.’ 
‘The little workaholic, eh. Five grand. What’s that in pounds? This is like a spy 
film isn’t it?’ 
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‘Right, we’ll do it, then, after we finish tonight, and that’s it, done and dusted, 
finito, and if Solly ever asks us to deliver anything again, he can stick it up his arse.’ 
‘That seems reasonable.’  
At four we went down for the soundcheck. Two men had been looking for me. 
One of the hotel reception staff had been very upset by their behaviour. She was still 
in tears in the back office. They came and left in an old Pontiac. Did this mean 
anything to us? All the indulgence with which we’d been treated previously, all the 
good will, had evaporated. They’d had to be asked to leave. The hotel manager was 
very concerned. Roger was very concerned because the hotel manager was concerned. 
The lovely Robert had seen them. 
‘They had gang tattoos,’ Roger informed us. We looked none the wiser. ‘Racist 
gang tattoos. Prison tattoos. Aryan Brotherhood tattoos.’  
‘They’ll be friends of mine, then, won’t they?’ LeRoi chipped in, a little 
unnecessarily. 
‘What have you been up to?’ Yuuko asked, ‘Who are they?’ 
‘I’ve decided to become a white supremacist,’ LeRoi said. ‘They’d be here to 
take me to the lodge. Don’t worry about it. Where’s this drum kit?’ 
The sound was good. It was more than good. The Witch Houses’ gear was top 
notch, better than anything we’d ever used. The soundman, again, looked the same as 
every other one in the world, but distinguished himself by being slightly better. It 
  175 
went Kunstlicht smooth, and Yuuko and LeRoi even managed to exchange a few 
words without any backbiting.  
She caught me while he was arranging things to his liking. There were roadies, 
for fucks sake: proper ones. 
‘Any idea who those men were?’ she said. 
‘Well …’ I thought about it, ‘sort of.’ 
‘Rob’s shitting himself about them. He’s frightened they’ll come back, and it’ll 
reflect badly on him.’ She gave me a quizzical smile. ‘He does panic.’ 
‘After tonight they’ll be no more bother, I promise.’ 
‘I heard about your disappearing act. Where the hell did you get to?’  
I looked weary and shrugged, and she held a hand up and gave me a knowing 
look. ‘Don’t worry. I’ll say nothing. What you two get up off duty is entirely your 
business. I’m just want you up in time tomorrow.’  
Oh god, oh god, I thought, what does she mean, ‘get up to’. I tried to interrupt 
again but she stopped me again.  
‘We’ll put as much as possible in Rob’s car tonight and then if you’re not there, 
we’ll go ahead; you’ll have to follow on the train. Here’s Rob’s address and number, 
and here’s the address of the gallery. As long you’re there in time to set up, I don’t 
care what you get up to.’ 
My heart sank. That ‘get up to’ again. 
  176 
‘We’ll be there.’ was the best I could muster, but she was off and busy. I collared 
LeRoi and dragged him off to the hotel bar.  
‘Guess what?’ I said. 
‘What?’ 
‘She thinks me and you have been getting it on.’ I couldn’t stop myself from 
sounding crestfallen. This amused him like nobody’s business. He couldn’t control 
himself. It was worse than ‘pervert expeditions’. He put his arm round my waist, gave 
me a squeeze and, when he’d composed himself, he said: 
‘Which wouldn’t matter at all if you didn’t love her so very much, would it, 
Young Werther?’  
I changed the subject. 
‘I need to ring Anselm.’ 
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At the far end of the bar Dreams in the Witch House were holding court. They 
were all bigger than us, not difficult with LeRoi, I know, but it wasn’t just height or 
bulk – it looked as though every one of them worked out – but there was a general 
well-fed-ness about them.   
Robert was there, gently glowing in the reflected glory, laughing at every 
utterance.  
‘Come on,’ LeRoi said. ‘Beer.’ The staff were corporate polite to the delegates, I 
noticed, but reverted instantaneously to a default bored expression on completion of 
any transaction. Non-delegates, tourists, businessmen, the like, were given due 
deference and actually engaged in conversation. Beers bought, we approached the 
Witch House claque and were introduced. After this inconvenience the singer resumed 
his story, about how they’d had to sack their previous manager because he’d 
jeopardised the Alice in Chains tour, and just wasn’t getting them the college radio 
airplay that they really needed at they moment. 
‘Full of shit,’ LeRoi whispered out of the side of his mouth. 
I gave them a nod – not that they noticed – and we wandered off to the other side 
of the bar and found a couple of comfy chairs and a coffee table. LeRoi poked me. An 
extraordinary apparition had just come through the door. He negotiated his way 
between the tables, no easy task given that he took up the space of about three people. 
‘Jesus Christ,’ said LeRoi. The apparition was wearing a Jim Morrison tee-shirt, 
Jim’s face distorted in all directions into surreal caricature. He had a waistcoat on that 
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would have needed an extra yard of fabric to fasten. His cheap jeans were like Oxford 
bags at the ankle but too tight at the thigh. His hair was greasy, long and unkempt, his 
beard wispy and uneven on his three chins. He bought a beer and headed in our 
direction. LeRoi shielded his mouth with his hand and whispered: ‘I think I may 
vomit.’  
‘Don’t be such a body fascist,’ I said, through clenched teeth.  
The article acknowledged us and flopped into the sofa at the other side of our 
table. He filled it as we filled the armchairs. 
‘I saw you rehearsing,’ he wheezed. ‘Sounds great, man. Where’s the princess?’ 
He leered knowingly, peered over the top of his glasses, and licked his lips. We didn’t 
answer and he continued. ‘I’m Pete, man. You been playing long? It’s a real sinister 
sound you got there. You just here to play the music, or are you fans of the great man 
yourselves?’ 
‘What great man?’ I said. 
‘What great man?’ He looked incredulous. ‘HPL, of course, man.’ 
‘Oh, of course. That great man, man,’ LeRoi said. 
‘Yeah. He was really something wasn’t he. Do you know he actually met 
Crowley? It was through Sonia. Some people are saying now that it didn’t take place, 
but I’m pretty certain there was a meeting in 1920. You see this?’ he pointed to a 
trinket on a chain around his neck. ‘This actually belonged to Crowley. Is this your 
first time in New England? How are you finding it?’ 
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‘It’s been eventful,’ LeRoi said, giving him a sour little smile. ‘We’re meeting a 
lot of very interesting people, Peteman.’ 
‘Just Pete. It’s just Pete, man. Will you be going into any of the film 
screenings?’ 
‘Seen most of them,’ I said. I’d scanned an itinerary Roger had given us. 
They were all loosely Lovecraft related schlockers. 
‘You a horror aficionado?’ His fat face lit up. 
‘Well, I like the Italian films.’ 
‘Cannibal Holocaust?’ 
‘Yeah Deodato’s good.’ On reflection, I thought, I didn’t really like them any 
more, but it was like pushing a button for Pete. He started listing obscure slashers and 
directors and filling us in on the history of some of the studios. The Witch House 
crowd left. LeRoi had bored of him already, and was off in a world of his own. I 
nodded, smiled, said yes and no as appropriate but scarcely listened. I was wondering 
where ‘the princess’ was, and wishing she’d come and rescue us. 
‘I’ve got a few special things on VHS up in my room.’  
I started to speak, to say we didn’t really have time, when LeRoi punched me on 
the arm.  
‘We’d love to Peteman,’ he said, and signalled for me to look out the window. 
Across the other side of the bar was a huge picture window looking out on to beds of 
shrubs and a car park. At the far side of the car park were two men. One with a mullet, 
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the other cropped blond hair and a moustache. ‘It’s them, isn’t it?’ he muttered to me. 
Peteman was in raptures, still burbling away, and didn’t even notice. 
‘Yup,’ I said to LeRoi, and then to Pete: ‘Let’s go, man. A lot of good films have 
been banned in the UK. We can’t get to see the quality stuff, if you know what I 
mean, man.’ 
‘I know what you mean, man.’ He beamed. His teeth were practically rotten. We 
helped him out of the sofa. 
‘You’ll enjoy these. I don’t think you’ll have seen them before.’ We tried to 
usher him along, but he wouldn’t shut up. We moved tables and chairs to speed up 
proceedings. His room was on the third floor. He filled the lift on his own, so we sent 
him on his way and followed up the stairs. 
‘Definitely them, yeah?’ 
‘Definitely. Where’s the package?’ I said. He patted his chest. 
‘I’m not letting go of it till we get our paws on the rest of cash,’ he said. ‘Right, 
hide out in his room, watch his shitty films, and then come down to the ballroom 
when there’s plenty people about.’ 
‘Should do it,’ I said. 
We caught up with Pete in the corridor. He was waddling to his room and 
gasping for breath. We kept an eye out behind us and hurried him in.  
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‘Take a seat, gents.’ The curtains were drawn and the room smelt of a dirty, fat 
man and his unsavoury habits. LeRoi took the chair and I perched on the end of the 
bed. Pete was rummaging in a suitcase that was flopped open on the floor.  
‘I’ve got De Agostino’s Red Nights of the Gestapo in here, but I have a feeling 
you gentlemen may just like this piece of avant-garde cinema.’  
He fumbled around with a tape player that he’d clearly brought with him. He 
patted it and told us he never left home without it. The room’s TV was askew, and he 
had cables everywhere. The silent cable news disappeared in a fizz of static. Black 
lines writhed across the screen and the picture settled on a small room. There was a 
crucifix on a wall and a single bed with no sheets, just a dirty mattress. On the bed 
was a little girl of about seven or eight wearing nothing but a pair of pants. Her face 
was filthy from tears.  
I turned to LeRoi. His mouth hung open. Pete was chuckling. On the screen an 
erect cock came into view. 
‘Turn this fucking shit off,’ I said. 
LeRoi was on his feet. 
‘What’s wrong with you, man?’ Pete whined 
‘Turn it fucking off, you fat wanker,’ LeRoi said. 
‘It’s just a film.’  
I jumped off the bed and smacked him in the ear.  
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‘Do as he says, you fucking tosser,’ I shouted. He fumbled with controls and the 
cable news reappeared.  
‘What’s wrong with you, man? You got no stomach for strong medicine?’  
I kicked him in the chest and he rolled over flailing and thrashing. 
‘Come on. Let’s take our chances,’ I said. LeRoi gave him a kick as he came 
past, and we headed for the corridor.  
‘Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the law, man,’ he shouted thrashing 
around, trying to get to his feet. LeRoi spat at him and we left slamming the door. We 
pressed the lift button, but it had just gone down. Pete stuck his head out and shouted 
‘you bastards’ after us. LeRoi pushed through the fire door to the stairs and I followed 
him. 
In the ballroom the guest author had finished and helpers and hotel staff were 
shifting seats. The guest author was a man in his fifties with grey hair. He was 
packing up after a signing session.  
‘Nice threads, boys,’ he said, smirking as we passed. 
‘Fuck off, cock-sucker,’ LeRoi informed him, and we left him in a fizz of 
indignation. In the dressing room Yuuko was sitting on a table wearing a vacant 
expression. The Witch House singer was leaning close to her, and making goo-goo 
eyes. Robert stood nearby looking like blue murder. She brightened up when she saw 
us.  
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‘Hey, you guys,’ the singer said. ‘Two guys were asking for you earlier. They 
find you?’ 
‘No. Did you speak to them?’ 
‘Yeah. They seemed keen to speak to you. Told them we’d seen you with the fat 
guy in the Morrison shirt: the hippo in a wig. He a friend of yours?’  
‘Who, exactly, are they?’ Yuuko asked. 
‘Dunno,’ I said. 
‘Come off it.’  
One of the road crew walked in.  
‘Anybody any idea what the commotion is in reception?’ he said.  
‘What commotion?’ 
‘Security men all over the place. Heard a police siren.’ No one knew anything. 
We helped ourselves to bottled water. Yuuko, LeRoi and I sat down and went through 
the set list again. It was the same as Boston, but we changed it slightly, to give us 
something to do, and then changed it back.  The minutes crawled by; I kept looking at 
the door, then about half an hour before we were due to go on Roger appeared. 
‘You two.’ He beckoned us over with a hooked finger, like a schoolteacher. We 
laughed and stayed put. He was furious, but we didn’t budge, and he had to come to 
us. His stupid beard got more annoying every time I saw him. 
‘What?’ LeRoi said. 
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‘I’ve just had the hotel manager come and speak to me. He is furious, and I have 
to say, so am I.’ 
‘Why?’  
‘Why? Your friends have been here again. They were roaming the hotel. They 
have threatened members of staff – again. They had to be escorted from the premises. 
The police had to be called. And where were you?’ 
‘Here.’ 
‘Well, luckily they left before the police arrived. They have been warned not to 
come back, but the hotel manager wants an assurance from me that you will make 
yourselves available if they do come back. We may not be able to use this facility 
again because of you. They are very angry. I had to work very hard on your behalf to 
stop them throwing you out of the hotel this minute.’ 
‘Cheers, mate. You’re a diamond,’ said LeRoi. He stood up and wandered off 
without a backward glance. The Witch House singer was delighted. He realised he’d 
underestimated us. Robert was mortified. 
‘If you need me,’ I said, ‘I’ll be in my room having a shit, then I’ll be on stage, 
then I don’t know where the fuck I’ll be. Write that down, in case you forget.’ I 
followed LeRoi. 
‘Your attitude absolutely stinks, young man,’ he called after us. Yuuko came 
with us. We’d got her back from the dark side. She came up to the room. We told her 
we would follow on by train in the morning.  
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‘What the fuck are you up to? You’re very naughty boys.’ 
LeRoi revelled in this, going all theatrical-mysterious; and, grieve me as it 
might, I played along. 
‘Christ, you two live like pigs,’ she said, as we walked in. Our clothes and and 
bags were scattered everywhere. I didn’t say anything. LeRoi tapped his chest to 
indicate he still had the package. He and I tidied up, while she rolled a little something 
in the way of a relaxant.  
As it went, we played an absolutely storming set. Sadly, to a crowd of largely 
indifferent nerds, gamers and disgruntled organisers. A few of the younger ones may 
have liked it, but we didn’t care. Apparently Dreams in the Witch House liked it a lot, 
and so did their management, but we were past caring about that either. We packed 
most of our stuff into Robert’s car, and around eleven LeRoi ordered a taxi. Yuuko 
thought we could all squeeze in the car, though Robert wasn’t so keen. Yuuko asked 
me again where we were going, and I said I couldn’t tell her just at the moment, but 
I’d fill her in when we met up again on Friday. 
‘Somewhere nice, is it?’ she sneered. 
‘It’s just a bit of business.’ 
‘Something to do with those men who were looking for you?’ She was not best 
pleased to be out of the loop, but I got the feeling she was impressed in a begrudging 
kind of way. 
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‘Not really. Just some business. It won’t take that long, I shouldn’t think. See 
you in Noo York, anyway.’ 
 
Wade kept shaking his head as if in disbelief. I’d given him the details as 
accurately as I could remember them. He stared with what I took to be incredulity. 
‘What now? I’m just telling you what happened, as best I can,’ I said. ‘And, by the 
way, I think I’ve done enough telling. What about you tell me who ‘dissuaded’ the 
Federalis from starting a correspondence with me?’ 
‘Would it help if I told you that I’m not a hundred per cent sure, but, if you bear 
with me, I’ll find out for you, in due course.’ 
‘What’s due course when it’s at home?’ 
‘Soon, but just let me get something straight – you honestly don’t know about the 
fat man, is that correct?’ 
‘What fat man?’ 
‘The one you just told me about. Which other fat man?’ He huffed in exasperation. 
‘Hold on a minute.’ 
He wheeled himself off to the living room. I heard his keys jingle and, after a bit of 
rustling, he returned with a notepad.  
‘Right. What did you say the name of the big fat man was?’ 
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‘Pete, man. Pete, I suppose. Peter maybe. We didn’t swap addresses or anything. 
Why?’ 
‘Might he be Peter Holden Benjamin?’ 
‘He might be Peter Fucking Rabbit for all I know. And don’t look at me like that. 
Why? Just tell me why you want to know.’ 
‘He was found in room 315 of the Seekonk, with his skull caved in.’ 
‘Oh.’ 
‘Oh, indeed.’ 
‘Was he dead?’ 
‘No. They gave him an aspirin, and he was fine. Of course he was dead. I don’t 
believe you. You drift through life leaving chaos in your wake, and you seem 
completely oblivious to it.’ 
‘There’s no need to shout.’ 
‘Curwen. What did you speak to Curwen about? Where did you meet him?’ 
‘We saw him, but we didn’t exactly meet him, and we actually never got chance to 
speak him.’ 
‘I despair. Illuminate me, please.’ 
Right, I thought, clever arse, I’ll illuminate you. It’s time to share some of the shit 
that I’ve been carrying around in my head. 
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We took the cab to the road indicated on Anselm’s improvised map. The cabbie 
was perplexed by us, still in our glory, and asked if we knew where we were going. 
We assured him we would be fine. There was no one around. Two streets away we 
found a path into the wood. We followed the path along the riverside, then realised 
that it was taking us away from the fences and buildings that the car dealers yard 
would adjoin. To keep to this boundary, we had to wade through briars. It was like 
moonwalking through barbed wire in places, so we dodged in and out of the wood.  
‘I’m starting to enjoy our nature rambles,’ LeRoi said. I ignored him. A little 
further on, as the rain began and we hit an oozy soft patch, he started to whine about 
his shoes. It was slow progress along the backs of little factory units, sheds and 
garages, but after a while we came to the chain link fence. We crept along, carefully 
testing the links looking for the gap Anselm had promised. We were wet through by 
now. 
‘It’s like Southern Comfort, but colder,’ he said. 
‘Will you shut up? We’re nearly there.’ There was no way over the top. It was 
woven with razor wire. Eventually we found a section that had been bolt-croppered 
and peeled up the triangle of mesh, crawled through and made our way towards the 
back of the building between rows of cars plastered with prices and promises. I 
thought it might be nice to jump in one and go to sleep, wake up in the morning, and 
find this had all been a hilarious practical joke that Solly had pulled on us.  
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We were at the back of the buildings. This side was where they had workshops and 
I could see showrooms down along an alley that ran to the main road. The gate was 
open. I wondered who might be out there, watching, waiting for us to put in an 
appearance, and what made this stupid bloody package so desirable that we had to go 
through this. The sweat from our scramble through the undergrowth was cooling and I 
could feel a chill creeping into me. I looked round and LeRoi, even more 
impractically dressed than I was, was shivering.   
A fire door was open, and the white light cut into the orange of the car lot. We 
sidled up along the wall and peered in.  
‘He’d better be there,’ LeRoi whispered. ‘What if …’  
‘Come on. Let’s get it over with. What’s the worst can happen now?’ 
‘I dunno. We get mugged at gunpoint and he takes the two grand back?’ 
‘Well, we’ll freeze to death if we stay out here.’ 
The door led into a big garage with a glass fronted office on one side, store 
cupboards, toilets and stuff down the other. There was nobody around. We peered into 
the office. No sign of him. Off in the darkness were benches, hydraulic lifts, presses 
and drills, and cars in various states of dismemberment.  
‘Where the fuck is he?’ LeRoi muttered. I shushed him. A car had pulled up 
somewhere out front. We heard the doors slam, two doors, and then voices. They were 
coming along the side of the garage. I put my finger to my lips. 
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I pointed into the dark of the garage, and we tiptoed through the tools and car 
parts. The place was freezing. It stank of diesel and oil. There were two great big bins 
on wheels. We ducked behind them and crouched down just as the two men, Mullet 
and Moustache, walked through the door. When you got a good view of them they 
were huge, powerful looking men. The Mullet had his sleeves rolled up and I could 
see a myriad of badly drawn tattoos. I could guess where he’d had those done and 
where the pair of them had been to put in so much time on their physiques. 
‘Halloo-oo-ee. Anybody ho-ome?’ he called and nudged his mate. They laughed. 
Moustache had a great big silver hand gun, which he twirled round his finger; the 
Mullet carried a long stick. They were both as twitchy as fuck. Absolutely wired. I 
thought, just for a flicker of a second, that we should step out of the shadows, give 
them the package and be done, but realised it probably wouldn’t work like that. 
A toilet flushed. Mullet poked Moustache and bounced over to the toilet door. It 
opened and Anselm stepped out. They jumped him. Moustache smashed him in the 
face with the handgun and Mullet threw a straight right at the side of his head. He 
went down like a sack of shit. They stuck the boot in a few times then hauled him to 
his feet. There was blood all over his face and down his shirt.  
‘Where is it? You kike bitch,’ Mullet screamed. They dragged him into the office 
which muffled the sound. You couldn’t make out the words, but the noises were 
awful. LeRoi tugged at my sleeve, and motioned toward the door. I nodded, and we 
were just about to sprint when I heard another vehicle through the wall behind us. It 
sounded as though it was pulling into the car lot and then the engine cut somewhere in 
the lane. We drew back into the shadows behind the bins. 
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In the office they were making far too much noise to notice, bawling and 
screaming at Anselm. They flung open filing cabinets, and threw papers around, then 
resumed their assault. He was getting a hellish beating. They dragged him back out 
into the garage. 
‘Where are they, then!’ Moustache shouted. Anselm was clearly groggy from the 
hammering he’d already taken. 
‘Should have been here,’ he slurred. ‘I don’t have it.’ The kicked at him again and 
hauled him over a tool cabinet, kicking tins and tools across the floor. The clattering 
was awful and echoed through the building. Mullet snatched up a length of nylon rope 
and wrapped it round Anselm’s wrists, then tied it to the base of a lift column. 
‘Tell us where it is. Tell us where they are, you fucking subhuman.’ 
‘I don’t know. I don’t know. Please.’ 
‘Where’s the English faggot. Where’s the fucking nigger, you fucking kike 
faggot.’ 
‘I don’t know.’ 
‘You fucking deviant, spineless Jewish piece of shit. You never met a real man 
before. Well get this.’ They were berserk now: foaming crazy mad. Moustache hauled 
down Anselm’s trousers, unbuttoned his own. I looked away into the darkness. 
‘Where? Where the fuck are they?’ When I looked back, Moustache was thrusting 
away. ‘Last chance bitch.’ Anselm just groaned. Moustache nodded and Mullet took 
the stick in both hands. It glinted in the light. It was a sword. He raised it in the air and 
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brought it down with a swish. I wanted to cry out, but stopped myself. Anselm’s head 
flopped onto the floor. Blood pumped everywhere. I was sick down my coat. They 
were screeching. I hung onto LeRoi’s arm and reeled. ‘Fucking Kike.’ 
‘Wait for those bitches now,’ said Moustache and walked off towards the office. 
LeRoi poked me, raised his eyebrows and pointed behind him. I looked over my 
shoulder. There was a window in the far top corner of the room that was open. I could 
see the moon through it. It must have stopped raining. The window would be big 
enough to squeeze through. As my eyes got used to the dark I made out, below the 
window, a big freestanding drill. You’d be able to reach the window from the top of it. 
There was a bench next to the drill.  
I put my mouth to LeRoi’s ear and whispered, ‘Get as near to the window as you 
can. Slowly.’ Moustache came out of the office with cans of drink and threw one to 
Mullet who cracked it open and kicked Anselm’s head across the garage floor. They 
started to chat idly, apparently oblivious to the corpse on the floor. I moved very 
carefully and slowly, keeping as low as possible towards the window. I kept my eyes 
on the men and inched forwards. My sleeve caught on something and there was a 
clang. 
They stopped talking and moved towards me. 
‘Oh dear, James. Meeces,’ said Moustache. I froze. They were peering into the 
dark, looking right at me. We started toward the drill again. Mullet picked up a 
wrench and a piece of pipe and banged them together. 
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‘Come out, come out.’ They started to laugh raucously, issuing a stream of threats 
and invective, moving slowly, slowly in our direction, closer and closer, picking their 
way through the garage equipment. Something strange happened to the light. 
Moustache came forwards in a half crouch. Mullet stood with his hands on his hips 
smirking. 
‘Meeces,’ said Moustache. I caught a faint whiff of rotting meat. Moustache 
banged his gun on a bin and it rang out. 
‘Some kind of fucking nigger vermin. Needs flushing out. Come out. Come out.’ 
He peered into the dark. He was pulling us into focus. A shadow moved behind Mullet 
and his head suddenly disappeared. A hand the size of his head wrapped round his 
face and there was an almighty snap. Moustache whipped round and stumbled against 
the bin, which creaked as he slipped.  
Mullet was lifeless on the floor and in the middle of the garage there was an 
enormous naked man, a giant. It must have been ten feet tall, its face was distorted, 
disfigured, the eyes out of line, the mouth drooping at one side. It was hairy and filthy, 
its skull long and uneven. 
Moustache managed to get to his feet, raised the gun, and loosed off a wild shot. 
The giant launched itself at him and clamped its great jaws on his face. They smashed 
into the bin which juddered across the floor. There was another shot. 
‘Come on!’ LeRoi was already on top of the drill. He grabbed the bottom of the 
window frame and tried to swing himself up to it. I leapt on to the bench and 
scrambled up after him. I gave him a bunk up and he hooked his leg over the frame. 
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He pulled me up after him, and as I got a handhold, he dropped from sight. I heard the 
scrunch as he landed. There was a pinging as the fluorescent tubes of the garage lights 
kicked on. 
As I struggled to get my leg through the window I looked back and saw the man 
again, the man with the brown suit from the club, the diner, the house in the woods. I 
kicked again to get my foot out over the window frame. My clothes were still heavy 
with the rain. The man had a pole. The giant was squatting over Moustache tearing 
chunks off his face with its teeth. LeRoi was shouting from outside to hurry up. The 
man looked up and saw me. He poked the giant with the pole. It winced and snarled at 
him. I caught my heel over the window frame and pulled myself up.  
He poked again and pointed. It looked up, saw me, and came clattering across the 
garage loping towards me. I heaved and pulled myself through. The coat caught and I 
struggled in mid air. There was ripping of fabric. I fell and then stopped. Something 
clamped around my ankle. I thrashed and could see the giant’s head at the window. It 
squeezed my leg and pulled me back up. Its grip was excruciatingly tight. I felt myself 
being hauled back towards the window when something hit me in the small of my 
back and tore at my trousers. The giant’s grip relaxed and I was falling again. I landed 
on my face a slumped in a pile with LeRoi on top of me. 
We ran down the alley, past the showroom to where the streetlights shone. LeRoi 
was off like the clappers towards the road. I dodged a big red car that was parked by 
the compound entrance, and skidded to a halt. 
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‘Oi! LeRoi! Keys in this!’ I jumped into the drivers seat and cranked it up. I 
wrestled with the auto shift, pressed the accelerator and shot backwards, slammed on 
the brakes. LeRoi flung open the passenger door and threw himself in. I looked up and 
the man appeared. He levelled a gun at us and there was crack. I found drive and went 
snaking off up the road. Another shot took the driver side mirror out. I ducked 
involuntarily, and we careered into the middle of the road. In a few hundred yards I 
saw headlights coming straight for us. 
‘You’re going the wrong way.’ LeRoi shouted. I swerved and we missed the other 
vehicle by a fraction. It’s brakes screamed as it slewed across the carriageway. I 
accelerated again and dived the wrong way down a slip road, narrowly missing 
another oncoming car.  At the junction we managed to get on the right side of the 
road, and before I knew it, we were heading back the way we’d come. I was sweating 
like a pig. As we drove past the car dealership, I saw the big van reversing out onto 
the opposite carriageway. I put the boot down. 
‘Hotel?’ I said. 
‘Fuck that, Mistah Christian. Find some signs for New York. Let’s get fucked off 
out of here. Let’s get fucked off as far from here as we can.’ We peeled off at another 
junction. We stopped speaking. 
‘What the hell just happened?’ he asked, finally. 
‘Don’t know. It was unreal. It was completely fucking unreal.’ 
‘Did we both see the same thing?’ 
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‘I think so. Even if it was real, it was still fucking unreal.’ My leg was throbbing. 
‘That thing had a hold of me.’ 
‘I know.’ 
‘It let go. What did you do?’ 
‘Stuck my porcupine quill in it.’  
‘Thank God you had it.’ 
‘Never go anywhere without a porcupine quill, Mistah Christian.’ 
We drove on, peering at signs, shouting out when we saw anything that looked like 
it was westbound.  
‘What we going to do with this thing?’ he patted his chest. 
‘You’ve still got it? Fucking hell. Chuck it in a river.’ 
‘I don’t think so, mate,’ he said. ‘I think “they”, whoever the fuck “they” are, want 
it very, very badly; and I think “they” would be very, very, very cross if we did get rid 
of it; and if “they” catch up with us, I think we need to find some way of letting 
“them” have it without getting our heads pulled off.’ 
‘I think we need to get back to England, and give it back to Solly,’ I said, and we 
carried on driving. I kept thinking about what had happened, but I didn’t particularly 
want to talk about it. Neither, it seemed, did LeRoi.  
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‘Christ,’ Wade said.  
‘Yeah. Christ.’ 
‘I’m very sorry. It must have been horrible. I didn’t know you’d already been 
through that.’  
‘Well, as you know, it got worse, but … Look, I’m tired. Should we call it a day? 
I’d like to go home, and maybe think about something else for a while. We could 
reconvene, I don’t know, next Friday maybe, or Wednesday. I’ve got nothing on, 
Wednesday afternoon.’ 
He seemed subdued now.  
‘Erm, let me think, I could …’ 
‘Think about it; I’ll just nip to the toilet, if that’s okay.’ I didn’t want him backing 
out, because, of course, I was sure he knew a lot more, and it was that ‘more’ that I 
wanted to winkle out of him. I bounded up the stairs and stopped on the landing. I put 
my ear to the door of the locked room. I’m not sure what I expected to hear, but I 
listened as long as I dared, then noisily locked the bathroom door, made sure he heard 
the taps running when I washed my hands.  
He was wheeling out of the living room when I came down, with a wallet in his 
lap.  
‘Look,’ he said, ‘I don’t know about you, but I’m famished. What say, you pop to 
the chip shop, get something for us both, then you tell me how you got back to 
England, and I have something to tell you that I think’s quite important.’ He proffered 
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a tenner and smiled in what looked like a cross between sympathy and apology. He’s 
sorry he’s been giving me such a hard time, I thought; this is not the time to leave off.  
‘Okay, what do you want?’ I said. 
When we’d sorted the order, and I was putting my jacket on, he asked why we 
hadn’t gone to the police, why we didn’t simply find the nearest pay phone and report 
what we’d seen. I said, I thought it might be because we were so terrified, or that our 
immediate priority was to get back home to London where we felt we would be safer. 
It could, conceivably, have been because we didn’t think anyone would believe what 
we’d witnessed, and, for the first hour or so, all this may have been true, but, if I’m 
honest, the main reason was probably the cocaine.  
 On my way to the chip shop I thought about the drive to New York. 
 
 
‘This car looks familiar,’ LeRoi said, eventually.  ‘Has it been following us?’ 
‘I know what you mean. I suppose it must have been. You’re going to have to keep 
your eyes open for me. I haven’t driven for ages, and it’s a fucker when everything’s 
on the wrong side, and we need some gas.’ 
‘Gas, is it?’ 
‘Yeah, gas and a map. See if there’s a map book in the back.’ He squiggled over 
the seats and fished about. 
‘Nah, nothing.’ He popped open the glove compartment. ‘Jesus Christ.’ 
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‘What?’  
He pulled out a parcel about the size of a sugar bag, wrapped in gaffer tape, and 
slit open at one corner. He pushed his finger into the slit. I was trying to keep my eyes 
on the road, but kept glancing across. I nearly ran up the arse of a car in front, but 
swerved out at the last moment. 
‘No need to worry about falling asleep at the wheel, Mistah Christian,’ he said. It 
was a big parcel of coke. He tasted it again. ‘Ooh, sir. It’s the real thing.’ 
‘Shit and corruption.’ 
‘Have a bit.’ I wet my finger, and he guided it into the slit. I rubbed it round my 
gums. 
‘That should keep us on top of things. Watch for a gas station.’ 
‘Gas station,’ he repeated. ‘Two thousand dollars, a car, and a brick of charlie. 
Shit; and she said we wouldn’t break even.’ 
‘Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. What if he goes looking for her.’ I hadn’t thought of that. 
‘Shall we go back?’ 
‘Christ. I don’t know. Look. Look. Gas station.’ We swerved off the road and 
pulled into the services. After a lot of self-conscious fiddling, we worked out how to 
open the petrol cap and work the pumps. The attendant gave us funny looks, but I 
wasn’t certain if it was more than we’d usually attract with our accents and clothes. 
We bought pop and snacks and a road atlas, then, fuelled and victualed, we had a 
conference on the forecourt.  
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‘These fucking people seem to know where we’re going,’ he said, ‘and I don’t 
know how the fuck they found out. Have they been following us all the time?’  
As we walked back to the motor, I clicked where I’d seen the motor before. 
‘The car, mate, I got it. It’s out of The French Connection, Popeye Doyle, in the 
car chase.’ 
‘Great. We’ll be okay if we need to chase a train, then.’ We pulled over into a dark 
place by the gas station, and had a proper line of the coke. We set off feeling much 
more confident. We did get lost again, twice, but then found our way onto I-95, which 
seemed to be the best way to NYC. I was starting, despite everything, to enjoy the 
ride. I saw signs for Norwich at one point. 
‘Look, LeRoi, look. You want to go home?’ I said. 
‘Har, har, har.’ By the time we got to New York, we’d had a thorough debrief and 
concluded that the manuscript must be worth a hell of a lot more than five thousand 
dollars to warrant murder, and that the giant in the garage, probably wasn’t as big as 
we’d first imagined, but that it was probably a lunatic. The Brown Suit man must 
know what the manuscript was worth.  
‘There’s probably an international market for this sort of shit, you know, like 
paintings, and antiques, and that.’ 
‘No probably: there is, and it’s enormous. That’s why they’re fucking ruthless, 
though, isn’t it?’ he said. ‘I don’t ever want to see anything like that again; don’t ever 
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want to be near anything like that again. I still don’t think we’re safe as long as we 
have it, but I don’t think it’s safe to get rid of it either.’ 
‘Nah. You’re right. We’ve got to stick where there’s people from now on. No 
more midnight rendezvous. If we can make contact with him, you know, meet in a 
public place.’ 
‘We got to get a plan.’ 
‘Yeah, we got to get a plan.’ 
‘I wonder how much it really is worth.’ 
‘Probably thousands. Maybe hundreds of thousands. Could be millions.’  
  
  









There was some bickering, on the way, and a couple of missed turns, but we 
were in Manhattan by five thirty, and drove around till we found a twenty-four hour 
car park in Greenwich Village. We decanted a sufficient amount of the marching 
powder for our immediate needs into a bank bag that we found in the glove 
compartment. We paid cash for forty-eight hours parking, and abandoned the Popeye 
Doyle car for the time being. I thought we could pick it up on Sunday and take Yuuko 
out for a ride, take in a few sights. We could drive it out to the airport on Monday and 
ditch it there. 
I said we had to tell her everything, and LeRoi agreed, although maybe not 
absolutely everything, and definitely not tell Robert, who was a twat. We made our 
way to the Lower East Side, located his apartment, but it was too early to knock them 
up; how would we explain getting there if we couldn’t even tell them what time the 
trains got in. We went and found a newspaper and a diner. By ten o’clock, after a top-
up in the diner toilets, we were fairly convinced that everything was going to be okay 
as long as we stayed alert. It wasn’t as if we had advertised our itinerary anywhere. 
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Having said that, the Brown Suit Man seemed to have a good idea where we were 
going at any given time. We went back to the apartment, but they were out. When 
they arrived back, we were waiting on the doorstep. Yuuko was gobsmacked. It turned 
out that they’d stopped off overnight somewhere, Robert being suddenly too fatigued 
to drive. I tried very hard not to glower at him.  
‘How the hell did you get here?’ Yuuko asked. 
‘Car,’ I said. 
‘We hired a car,’ LeRoi said, sounding slightly hysterical, and giving me a dig in 
the ribs with his elbow.  
‘Wow. I mean the trains are pretty regular. Isn’t that expensive?’ Robert said. 
‘We decided it was more convenient.’ 
‘Wow.’ 
‘Yeah, right. Wow,’ I said. ‘We don’t fuck about, mate.’ I saluted with two 
fingers, a la Boy Scouts. He wasn’t amused. We helped them hump all the luggage up 
to the fifth floor, and he took his car and parked it.  
‘We’ve got to talk to you,’ I said, when Robert left. ‘There’s a lot of shit going 
on. It’s difficult to explain.’ 
LeRoi concurred. 
‘You don’t need to explain anything to me.’ Her eyes narrowed. She had her 
aloof face on. 
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‘Look,’ I said. ‘Something horrible has happened; in fact, some horrible things 
have happened, and we can’t tell you with that dildo hanging about.’ 
LeRoi sniggered, but said nothing. 
‘Not really fair, heh? He’s my friend, and you’re staying in his flat.’ 
‘Yeah, sorry. Maybe he’s not a dildo, but we still need to talk to you alone. I 
mean urgently and privately. I’m not having you on here. It’s serious; like deadly 
fucking serious.’  
Robert returned. His flat was really nice. He had a living room with a sofa/bed 
and a bedroom with a double. He thought that he and Yuuko could take the double, 
you know it was good and spacious and then she could get straight to the bathroom 
and we could take the sofa/bed. He dropped it in all casual, but Yuuko had other ideas.  
‘No. It’s okay. I’ll take the sofa/bed with this one,’ she said, pointing at LeRoi. 
‘You can share with that one.’ She pointed at me.  
He looked momentarily annoyed and then covered it up. He put coffee on. We 
had hours before we could get the gear into the gallery, so we told Robert we needed a 
band conference, and that we’d go for a walk. He said he needed to shop groceries 
anyway, and we could have the flat for a couple hours. I imagined him in an alley, 
kicking dustbins and throwing a wobbly. 
Yuuko leaned back on the sofa which was not yet a bed.  
‘What have you been up to then?’  
LeRoi, uncharacteristically, was saying nothing. I broke first. 
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‘I’m not sure how to put this exactly. Last night we witnessed a murder, in fact 
three murders.’  
She thought I was joking.  
‘Really. Honest. We nearly got killed as well,’ I said, as though this made it 
better.  
‘You are having me on, aren’t you?’ 
‘Nope.’  
She was flummoxed.  
‘Three murders? And you nearly got killed?’ 
‘Yep.’ 
‘Yep,’ LeRoi said. 
‘It was mad, Yuuko. I never saw anything like it. It was fucking awful.’ I started 
to cry. Not boo-hoo, I’m-so-sad crying, just tears and tears streaming out of me. I 
think it was the relief at telling somebody, I don’t know. ‘Give us some more of that 
gear, LeRoi. I fucking need it.’ 
He looked drained as well.  
‘You really, really aren’t joking are you?’ 
So we started to tell her everything, right from the beginning.  
‘A giant?’ 
‘Yes a giant.’ 
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‘How big was he?’ 
‘He killed two people - two big rough men, just like that.’ 
‘But how big was he?’ 
‘I don’t know, maybe nine, ten feet.’ 
‘Never.’ 
‘Yes. Well that’s what it looked like anyway. Look.’ I rolled up my trouser leg. 
The bruising on my ankle and shin was coming out all purple and yellow. I’d 
forgotten how much it hurt. ‘Whatever size it was, it killed them, and they killed 
Anselm.’ 
‘Who exactly is Anselm?’ 
‘I don’t know. Just some bloke Solly told us to contact.’ 
‘To give this packet to,’ LeRoi said. He pulled it out of his shirt and dropped it 
on the coffee table. 
‘Who’s Solly?’ 
‘A friend of mine. He gave us money. Well, he gave him money.’ I indicated 
LeRoi with a jerked thumb. 
‘How much?’ she said.  
LeRoi shrugged apologetically. ‘About two grand.’ 
‘Two grand? To deliver a document?’  
‘Yeah. And then this Anselm …’ 
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‘Who you don’t know …’  
‘Offered us five grand? But we only got two, because he was murdered.’ 
‘It’s worth a few quid, this artefact, isn’t it?’ 
‘Is what we’re saying,’ I said. ‘There’s people doling out money hand over fist 
for it, and people getting killed.’ 
‘Let me have a look, then.’ LeRoi unfolded the package for her, and we spread 
the manuscript out on the coffee table. ‘It must be stolen,’ she said, ‘from a museum 
or something. There’s a big market for stolen art. It’s vellum.’ 
‘Is that significant?’ I said.  
‘Just means it’s probably old,’ she said.  
This was the first sight of it I’d had. On the outside it looked quite dull. There 
was some faded writing on the cover. Yuuko carefully opened it up and discovered 
that it wasn’t a simple book, but folded out from something around foolscap to a 
single sheet the size of eight pages. The paper, hide, or whatever it was made from, 
was a pinkish white. It was covered with beautiful illuminated script and stylised 
pictures in brilliant red, green, blue and gold.  
‘It’s Latin, mostly. That bit’s Greek.’ She pointed at bits of script around the 
outside. ‘I don’t read either. Some of these are alchemical symbols, but I don’t know 
what they represent. Wow. What’s this writing in the middle. It looks like writing. 
God, I’ve never seen anything like that. Do you understand it? Did this bloke tell you 
what it was?’ 
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‘No,’ LeRoi said. ‘He said nothing. Look, the drawings are fairly self-
explanatory; that’s a king by the look of him.’ 
‘Well, he’s got a crown,’ she said, ‘so that’s a reasonable supposition. God, it’s 
lovely. What’s this, an altar.’ 
‘Looks like,’ I said. 
‘Nah,’ said LeRoi, ‘look. It’s got a lid.’ 
‘That’s the hermaphrodite. Wow. That’s a salamander,’ she said. 
‘If you say so,’ I said. 
‘I’ve not seen anything like it. I haven’t a clue. Is it signed?’ We looked all over 
to see if there was a signature but found nothing. ‘What is it, then?’ 
‘Fuck knows,’ I said, ‘but these people wanted it, and they weren’t bothered 
what they did to get it.’  
‘What are we going to do then?’ she said. 
‘We?’ I asked. 
‘Come on. We’re all in it together, aren’t we? I mean it would have been nice if 
you’d told me earlier but …’ and she shrugged.  
I wasn’t sure she was taking us as seriously as she ought. She seemed quite 
ebullient about it. She wouldn’t have been so chipper if she’d seen Anselm’s head roll 
across that fucking garage floor, I thought. I envisaged a lifetime of nightmares, even 
supposing we got out of this without any further excitement. 
  209 
‘I’ll tell you what we’ll do,’ I said, ‘We’ll get tonight out of the way, and then 
we’ll keep a low profile until our flights; then we’ll leg it back to Stamford Hill and 
find out, off Solly, just exactly what this fucking thing is, and how to get rid of it 
without putting ourselves in further “peril”.’ 
She folded it away, and we hid it in the apartment. We had a plan, and I felt 
much better. LeRoi cut three nice big lines of coke on Robert’s coffee table, and we 
told her about Popeye Doyle’s car and it’s contents. 
‘We never looked in the boot.’ LeRoi said. ‘You think we should?’ 
‘No.’ 
Robert came home with shopping, and he rustled us up a bite to eat. It was 
vegan, which was alright, but not the most appetising thing. Lucky we weren’t very 
hungry by this point.  
 
 
I didn’t mention the coke to Wade. The can of cola I brought him from the chip 
shop seemed to be enough of an adventure in stimulant consumption for him. I gave 
him a drug-free version, suggested we were just so freaked out by the whole business 
that we wanted to keep our heads down until we could get our flights back to dear old 
Blighty. He was putting the chip papers in the bin when the doorbell rang.  
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‘Wonder who that is,’ he said, and wheeled off through the hall. He seemed mildly 
perturbed. There was muttering, and I heard Wade say, he’s through there. I got an 
awful sinking feeling straight away, but what could I do?  
‘Mr Blackwood, D.S. Carling. I don’t think you’ve met before.’ 
‘D.I., Colin. You’ve been out of it a while. Mr Blackwood.’ He offered his hand 
across the kitchen table, but I didn’t take it. 
‘What do you want?’ I said. 
He laughed. ‘That’s not very friendly.’ 
I appealed to Wade. ‘Why?’ 
‘Don’t worry, Christian. I said I would try and find things out for you, and Jim’s 
here to help.’ 
‘Don’t worry, young man. I’m not here to arrest you,’ he said, with a little snort of 
amusement. 
‘Why would you? What would you be able to arrest me for? I haven’t done 
anything.’ 
‘No, I’m sure you haven’t … Christian, is it? Do call me Jim.’ 
‘Will you have a beer, Jim?’ Wade said. ‘Sit down, Christian. You’re making the 
place look untidy. Beer?’ 
I didn’t answer, but he got me one anyway. 
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‘Christian was just telling me about his trip to America. He went there with his 
pop group, you know.’ 
Carling’s eyes twinkled, and he never took them off me. He snapped the ring on 
his tin, poured a little into the glass, and took a swig. 
‘Not on duty, see, Christian. Nothing to worry about. Try and relax, son.’ He filled 
the glass as he was speaking, then brandished it. ‘Cheers, Col. Cheers. Yes, we all 
know about his trip to America, but we don’t know what, exactly, he was doing there.’  
I rocked back on the kitchen chair and said absolutely nothing. 
‘Seems he had a quite exhilarating holiday,’ Wade said. 
‘Did he?’ 
‘And he had a package to deliver.’   
‘Did he now? How interesting. And to whom did he have a package to deliver?’ 
‘Gentleman called Curwen, of Providence, Rhode Island.’ 
‘Curwen? How do you spell that?’ Wade spelt it out, and Carling looked 
thoughtful for a moment. ‘Never heard … Wait a minute. That’s the name of a wizard 
in a bloody horror story. Is he taking the piss, Col? Are you having a laugh at our 
expense, young man?’ I shook my head. ‘Yes. Providence. Curwen. It’s a story by H. 
P. what’s his face. You’re winding us up.’ He was certainly winding himself up; that 
much I could see. 
‘Says he saw this Curwen murdered, beheaded, no less, in a garage in Providence.’ 
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‘I did,’ I said. ‘I’m not making this up. And two other blokes. I nearly got killed 
myself.’ 
Carling pulled a face as though he was going to really lay into me, then he stopped 
himself, and looked simply puzzled. 
‘Did you speak to him?’ he said, losing all the attitude. 
‘No.’ 
‘What was his first name?’ 
‘Anselm.’ 
‘Ah, right.’ He turned to Wade. ‘That would be Cohen, Avshalom Cohen. Yeah.’ 
‘And who’s he when he’s at home?’ Wade asked. 
‘Well, I heard rumours he was dead. This fits. It’s the same initials. You’d think he 
would be a bit more careful than that. He’s a kabbalist.’ Wade looked none the wiser. 
‘An authority, at any rate, on kabbalism, mysticism, occultism, Jewish material in 
particular – with a name like that, oy, what else –  a private collector; not an 
academic, as such, an amateur, but a very well informed amateur. He corresponded 
with a lot of people all over the world. This makes sense.’ 
‘Does it?’ Wade said. 
‘How do you know all this?’ I said. 
‘I make it my business to know all this,’ he said to me before turning again to 
Wade. ‘What else has he told you?’ 
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‘A great many interesting things,’ Wade said. 
‘Yeah, and he’s not going to tell you any more,’ I said. ‘It seems I’m the one doing 
all the telling, and not getting many answers myself, so, if you don’t mind, I’ll get 
away home. Thanks for your hospitality.’ I scraped back the chair and rose to leave. 
Carling started to say something, and stood as well. Wade reached over and put hand 
on his sleeve. 
‘Sit down, the pair of you, please. Christian, you asked who dissuaded the FBI 
from contacting you. I think you’ll find you have D.S. Carling to thank for that.’ 
‘D.I.’ 
‘D.I., sorry. I think you’ll also find, we’re on your side.’ 
‘There are sides, are there?’ I asked. 
‘Well,’ Wade answered, ‘there are very dangerous people with agendas, some of 
whom we have already met,’ he indicated his legs, ‘and there are people, inside and 
outside the police force,’ he pointed to Carling, and then himself, ‘who like to disrupt, 
to thwart those agendas, and stop other people, like you, for instance, from getting 
hurt.’ 
‘Okay,’ I said. 
‘Hurt, killed, or worse. Do you understand?’ 
‘Yeah.’ 
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‘If you don’t mind, we’d be very grateful, if you could tell us what else happened 
to you in America; then D.I. Carling and I will be more than willing to fill you in on 
what we have found out. Is that okay?’ 
I didn’t like the half-smile on Carling’s face, but I assented. Wade sketched out 
what I’d told him to Carling, and while he did that I chewed over what happened at 
the gallery, and tried to work out which bits to feed them.  
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We took a cab there. When I say gallery, it wasn’t quite what I expected. It was 
two derelict shops with the windows whitewashed. It wasn’t going to be a gallery for 
long. Developers had bought the buildings and were on the point of tarting them up, 
making a restaurant at street level, upmarket flats above, I was informed, by one of the 
hangers-on. It was all floorboards, swept nicely, walls smelling of fresh paint. On all 
the walls were framed glossy photographs. In the middle of the first big room was a 
human gyroscope – one of those fairground things – with a bunch of people milling 
around it. The millers-around were all dressed-down, but it didn’t take a very hard 
look to see their gear was all really expensive. 
One woman in the middle was issuing orders and pointing. Periodically a miller 
would peel off and vanish on some errand; just as regularly another would return, so 
that the gesticulating woman was at the centre of a universe of human planets and 
asteroids. The gyroscope was surrounded by a sausage of fabric on the floor. Two 
men were kneeling in among its workings fiddling with electrics. There were cables 
running from the contraption, all taped down. Two millers were fixing rubber cable 
protectors over them. One of the kneeling men brandished a screwdriver, and 
appeared to be disputing some point, but the woman silenced him and delivered a 
soliloquy with much waving of hands. He got back on with his work.  
I went to look at the pictures on the walls while we waited our turn. They were 
all of the woman, who I’d already surmised was Nancy Corelli. In them, she was 
dressed up as Jesus, with a false beard and Jesus robes. A bit of photographic trickery 
gave her a halo, but the distinguishing feature of each print was that Jesus was using 
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different sex toys. In this one his robes were flung open to reveal a massive strap on 
dick and similarly-robed acolytes writhed at his feet. In the next he was wearing a gag, 
and being taken roughly from behind by another woman wearing biblical robes and 
another prosthetic cock. On and on they went round the room. I caught sight of LeRoi 
chuckling at them. Yuuko and Robert had joined the queue, and I went back to them.  
‘Fuck’s all this?’ I whispered.  
‘Art,’ said Yuuko. 
‘Nancy’s a very interesting artist,’ Robert said. ‘She’s very much into 
deconstructing images of patriarchal hegemonic …’ 
‘Robert. Good to see you.’ We’d reached the front of the queue. ‘Are these the 
band? Good. Put them through in the next room. The equipment is here. Garry will 
help them set it up. Yuuko. I didn’t recognise you. It’s been so long. We must talk 
soon. I have to make sure this is fixed, then I have radio scheduled. Maybe later.’ She 
waved and smiled cheerfully enough, but that was as much as we were getting of Ms 
Corelli’s time.  
Garry was very efficient but a bit snooty. He clearly didn’t like being too far out 
of Nancy’s orbit, but was torn because it had to be good. It was a skimpy PA, but we 
didn’t need to make too much noise to fill a space like this, and, as soon as we started 
to play, a minion was despatched to let us know it was too loud. 
‘She wants fucking elevator music,’ LeRoi snapped.  
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‘It’s okay.’ Yuuko smiled and gazed at the entourage. ‘We’ll get the balance 
now and when it’s time we’ll jack everything up to eleven. Condescending bitch.’ 
‘Is there somewhere we can put our things?’ I said to Garry. He showed me 
through a door out the back of the shop. There was a corridor full of boxes and 
rubbish, stairs up and a fire door out. This part of the building hadn’t even been 
cleaned. He opened a store cupboard for us. There was a table, a couple of chairs, and 
just about enough room for the cases. He left us to it. 
‘Get that gear out,’ I said to LeRoi.  
‘You know why we got the gig, don’t you?’ he asked, as he unwrapped the coke 
bag. 
‘Cos we’re cheap,’ I said, and laughed. 
‘No, it’s because we’re nobodies, and that means there’s no likelihood of 
upstaging that fucking cow out there.’  
‘Alright, it hasn’t quite worked out how I expected,’ she said, and flopped in one 
of the plastic chairs. She looked miserable. Maybe she wasn’t completely bulletproof.  
‘You can fucking say that again,’ he said. ‘Get some of this up your snout.’ 
‘Yeah. We need it,’ I said. ‘Home stretch now. Just need to keep ourselves going 
till we get on that aeroplane, then we’re laughing.’  
LeRoi had done a line off the table. I offered her next go.  
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‘Has it been okay for you two?’ She looked something not far removed from 
vulnerable. I supposed everybody gets a bit vulnerable sometimes. It might only have 
been thoughtful though. 
‘Apart from nearly getting murdered and eaten by a monster, it’s been fucking 
marvellous,’ LeRoi said, and started laughing. 
‘Yeah. It’s like the end of an episode of Josie and the fucking Pussycats,’ I 
offered. ‘We just got to defeat the evil Nancy, play the school prom, and everything’ll 
be fine.’ 
‘Yeah, that’s it,’ Yuuko said, her eyes glittering. She’d got her sneer back. 
‘What time’s kick off?’ I asked.  
‘We’re due to start at nine. Nancy’s doing something first.’ There was a knock 
on the door. It was Robert. 
‘You need anything?’ he asked. Yuuko grimaced. 
‘We’ve got to pick something up,’ LeRoi said. 
‘See you back here in a bit,’ I said, and we left them together. He was looking 
sheepish; she was more volcanic. 
We took a few wrong turns, but eventually located the car park and replenished 
the bank bag. When we returned to the gallery, there was a crowd gathered; two 
crowds actually. There was a mob of expensively dressed-down hip-and-happening 
looking people, who I surmised were guests waiting for opening time, and about 
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twenty or so people with placards saying stuff about blasphemy. That figured. The 
door was locked and we had to knock to be let in.  
‘Shame. Shame on you!’ the anti-blasphemy contingent shouted. A couple of the 
beautiful people tried to panhandle us for invites. LeRoi treated them all to seigneurial 
waves and condescension.  
The millers-around were reluctant to let us in, and Yuuko had to be summoned 
to vouch for us. While we waited the barracking continued, while the uninvited looked 
on with undisguised hatred. LeRoi was beside himself with happiness. Finally, we 
were granted access.  
The lighting was dimmed and the gyroscope had been covered with the fabric so 
that it formed a crude globe. All the continents were painted onto it, the different 
countries in different pastels. We made last checks of our equipment.  
‘What’s going on?’ I asked Yuuko. She put a finger to her lips and pointed at the 
globe. ‘What’s all that about?’ I whispered. 
‘Wait and see. You’ll love it. It’s called The Light of the World.’  
Seven thirty was the appointed hour. The doors were opened, and people 
crowded in. It was a bigger deal than I’d expected. The millers on the door had 
clipboards. There was a bit of a skirmish, when a protester tried to get in and had to be 
driven off.  
In the back room of the next-door shop was a mobile clothes rail with hangers 
for coats. Immaculately turned out down-dressers kissy-kissed in the showbiz style. I 
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thought I saw Lady Miss Kier.  There were drinks laid on, a table of wines. Waiters 
and waitresses went into action dispensing tiny food from trays, and were soon 
topping up glasses.  
At eight o’clock the ambient lighting dimmed in the main room and there was a 
whirring from the globe. Church organ music began to play from speakers in the 
corner of the room. The punters attention turned from their drinks and chit-chat, and a 
spot of light shone out of New York, which was clearly labelled on the map. It was a 
strong enough beam to shine into the room, illuminating the punters in its path. There 
was further whirring and the spot and the beam started to move around the globe, 
slowly tracing it’s way around the world, up and down, in intricate zigzagging 
patterns, across the ceiling and the walls, lighting up people’s faces, clothes at 
random, gradually increasing in speed. The music kept pace with the light and built to 
a crescendo. As it came to a juddering climax, the fabric of the globe fell away and 
there, strapped into the gyroscope, in the buff, was Nancy Corelli. She had a Jesus wig 
and beard on and a very powerful, bright white lamp shining out of her gusset.  
Without the fabric to damp the effect the light was blinding and as it passed over 
punter’s faces they had to shield their eyes from the glare. The motors on the gyro sent 
it round and up and down and back and forth. I started to laugh, then stifled it, as I 
realised that no one else was laughing at all. Some mouths were hanging open, but as 
the spectacle sank in they began to applaud, softly at first then louder and louder until 
it was tumultuous. There were whistles and cheers. I was gobsmacked, and then 
something jabbed me in the back. Someone had hold of my collar and I felt a sharp 
pain below my left shoulder blade. There was hot breath in my ear, and a voice. 
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‘Mr Blackwood. Don’t make a sound. Do exactly as I say. I will kill you if you 
don’t. Nod if you understand. You know I mean it, don’t you?’ I nodded vigorously. 
The pain was quite intense. 
‘Where is you friend? Don’t answer. Lead me to him.’ The applause went on. 
The grip on my collar tightened and pulled. The pain throbbed and spread. 
‘This way,’ I said, wincing and trying to look over my shoulder. 
‘Eyes front,’ the voice hissed, and I shuffled forward making my way through 
the crowd. I looked over toward the door, wondering if I might find a way to struggle 
free. A miller with a clipboard was talking to a man in a sports jacket who was 
holding up an open wallet. He was accompanied by a police officer in uniform, who 
was casting around the room looking completely appalled at the spectacle before him. 
I continued to shuffle in the direction of the back room. I could see Yuuko’s head 
above some of the punters’ and a dark figure moved near her, which I took to be 
LeRoi.  
‘They’re over there,’ I said. 
‘Good. You know what I want, don’t you. Just nod.’ I nodded, and moved 
forward. I looked over again at the police. The uniformed officer had his fists on his 
hips, and was glowering at one of the photos on the wall. He shook his head.   
‘Nobody move. Get the lights on,’ he bawled. The Light of the World continued 
to revolve but Nancy Corelli was struggling and trying to see what was happening. 
The hand on my collar jabbed me forward. I muttered excuse-mes and a woman 
stepped aside but everyone’s attention was now on the officer. 
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‘This is the police. Get those lights on. Did you hear what I said!’ The man was 
livid. The lights came up, and immediately the hand on the collar released me, and the 
pressure in my back relaxed. The crowd started to chatter. Nancy was struggling in the 
gyroscope but it didn’t stop. A hand clamped on my jacket sleeve, gripped me tight 
and the voice snarled at me. 
‘You can’t get away. Get me the manuscript.’ I looked over my right shoulder 
and saw it was the Brown Suit man. He looked really angry, but was a good four 
inches shorter than me. Fuck it, I thought, and punched him as hard as I could in the 
face. He reeled back into a couple who were talking together, and they fell in a heap, 
glasses of wine smashing on the floor. I picked up my feet and ran like buggery, 
barging my way through the crowd, knocking people out of the way.  
I glanced over. Another uniformed officer had appeared, and the two were 
issuing orders. People remonstrated with them. I bundled my way to Yuuko and 
LeRoi. 
‘Come on. Get the fuck out of here,’ I said, and pulled them after me. 
‘Why?’  
‘Come on.’ I beckoned and headed for the back of the shop, burst into the dirty 
corridor, still hanging onto Yuuko’s sleeve, and smashed the fire door open. It led out 
in to an alley. I looked left and saw a dead end. To my right the road was blocked by a 
large van. Bodies clattered into the back of me. We all stopped and stared. 
The van’s roller door was up. Built inside it was a steel cage, like in a western 
movie jail. A greasy man in a leather bomber jacket was standing in the alley outside 
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the cage. He smiled at us. In the cage was the giant, naked, deformed, and stinking. 
We could smell it from twenty feet away. It saw us and lurched at the cage bars. The 
van creaked and rocked and the bars rattled, but the bomber jacket man whipped up a 
rod and touched the giant. There was a fizz and it retreated.  
‘What the fuck is that?’ Yuuko said. I looked up the corridor. I thought we might 
be able to get back, but up the passage the door slammed open and Brown Suit 
practically fell through it. He had a gun in his hand now. I looked down. There was a 
half brick on the ground. I picked it up, and heaved it as hard as I could at Bomber 
Jacket. He tried to duck, but it hit him square on the head, and he went down like a 
sack of shit. 
‘Come on.’ I shouted and rushed toward the van, but as I did the giant rushed the 
cage. The door flew open. I skidded to a halt and we all collided. 
‘Back!’ I shouted, and overtook them. I threw myself into the corridor, smacked 
into Brown Suit, and bundled him over. His gun went off, as he sprawled out. I looked 
back and saw LeRoi and Yuuko trample over him as well. The gun went off again. I 
held the door for them, ushering them through. Brown Suit was still squawking and 
fighting to get to his feet when the giant stuck its head in. It stooped and forced its 
way into the building. Brown Suit’s eyes bulged. He looked at me in panic and we 
both ran.  
Yuuko and LeRoi were already piling through the crowd of punters. There were 
more uniformed police pointing and issuing orders. A couple of the millers were 
trying to unharness Nancy Corelli from the gyroscope. I rammed into people to get to 
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the street door. One of the cops had collared LeRoi, and another put his palm up to me 
and pulled a gun out. 
‘Stay where you are, sir,’ he shouted. I stopped, and stared at him; then there was 
an almighty scream behind me. The officer looked up in astonishment. The screams 
and shouts rose exponentially. The policeman who had hold of LeRoi let go, and went 
for his holster. People surged for the exit. I ran again, tearing punters out of the way. 
There was a salvo of gunshots.  
I made it into the street, where the protesters had started up a hymn.  There was a 
huge crash as plate glass showered onto the pavement. The choir scattered. The gyro, 
with Nancy Corelli still aboard, had smashed the window. I saw Yuuko looking for a 
way out and grabbed her. 
‘This way!’ There more gunshots from inside the building, and the street filling 
with terrified partygoers, some limping, some clutching their faces, all bewildered. It 
was chaos.  
‘Come on.’ I shouted. Yuuko got it. We raced off up the street. I looked back, 
and LeRoi was running behind us. He had the same idea. We stopped to catch breath a 
couple of blocks away.  
‘Get the car?’ I said. We were all bent double, clutching our sides. 
‘The fucking car?’ Yuuko shouted.  
‘Yeah. We’ve still got it. I wanted to take you out driving,’ I said. 
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‘You never said anything to me about taking her out fucking driving,’ LeRoi 
shouted.  
‘It’s not always about you,’ I said. ‘Come on.’ We jogged our way to the car 
park. We could hear police sirens coming from all directions. In the car park we 
settled up, had a tiny refresher, and after a short bout of bickering about who sat in the 
front seat, we got underway. The engine throbbed. LeRoi took the map and shouted 
instructions from the back. If Brown Suit knew we were at the gallery, he probably 
knew where we were staying, we reasoned. He couldn’t have been to Robert’s place 
already, because, if he had, why was he still looking for the manuscript? Maybe he 
couldn’t find it, in which case, he might have made a mess, but that wasn’t our 
problem any more. We drove round there, and I waited in the car while they ran up 
and straight back down with whatever they could grab. I said I didn’t need anything. 
I’d taken to carrying my passport at all times since the woodland adventure. They 
came back with the manuscript and necessities.  
We decided to get the hell out of New York, and headed back east.  
Fifty miles out up the I-95 we found a motel, and booked two rooms but none of 
us wanted to be alone, so we decided to sleep in one bed. I took my coat off, and 
found the back of my shirt was soaked in blood from a small puncture wound over my 
shoulder blade. They cleaned it up for me and we all piled in together and tried, as 
best as we could, to get some rest. Not a likely prospect. 
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Carling had rocked back, balancing his chair on two legs, with his hands clasped, 
his steepled forefingers pressed against his lips.  
‘Twenty-seven people were injured,’ he said, ‘mostly superficially, but four of 
them seriously. Your “giant” was brought down in a hail of lead, as they like to say 
Stateside, I believe. They don’t fuck about in the Big Apple, matey boy.’ 
‘Language,’ I said. 
‘Don’t get smart with me, lad.’ 
‘What’s this? Ex-cop, bad cop?’ 
‘I’m warning you.’ 
Wade grumbled at us to try and be civil, and I said okay. 
‘There was a lot of media interest in it,’ Carling continued. ‘I’m surprised you 
didn’t see any of it; even more surprised that you didn’t report anything to the 
authorities; here or there; it wouldn’t have mattered. Just a thought.’ 
‘Well, given that we were being pursued by persons unknown, who clearly wished 
us harm, I think getting out of “there” showed pretty sound judgement on our parts. 
“Here”, as you presumably already know, we didn’t really get a chance to report 
anything to anyone, because Dr Siemens found us first.’ 
‘I know, but if you’d gotten the plane you were booked on, he would have never 
had chance, because we’d have been waiting for you at Heathrow.’  
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‘That’s what you say, but what if our pal in the brown suit had got to us before we 
boarded at JFK? That might have been even worse.’ 
‘Just for my own personal curiosity,’ Wade said, ‘how did you get back without us 
picking you up? Did you have false passports?’ 
‘Hardly. We came via Fishguard. It’s not Checkpoint Charlie-on-Sea. We just 
walked through.’ 
It wasn’t part of the plan at first. We worked it out as we went. That night in the 
motel, we all lay awake staring at the ceiling. I wanted to discuss our predicament. 
The others weren’t in the mood. 
‘Do you think we look a bit conspicuous?’ I asked, but they were dubious about 
this proposition. ‘I think we might look a bit conspicuous,’ I continued undeterred, 
‘and maybe we should make an effort to blend in.’ 
‘Yeah, and how, precisely, would we do that?’ LeRoi said, as if it were 
completely impossible. 
‘We’ve got cash. We get some new clothes; maybe cut our hair. We’re already 
being followed. You know that, and we stick out …’ 
‘Shut up,’ Yuuko said.   
In the morning he was up first. I heard him clinking about, getting water, 
washing his face. Yuuko had drifted across the bed and had her arm across me.  
‘Aaw, sweet,’ he mouthed. 
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‘Fuck off,’ I mouthed back. I didn’t really want to get up and have to start 
thinking about anything, but she stirred and stretched. She gave a sleepy smile, then 
realised where she was and sat up sharply. 
We were all hungry, but decided to get some miles between ourselves and New 
York before we ate. I reiterated what I’d said about looking conspicuous, and they 
more or less agreed. LeRoi looked a bit sour about it but he knew I was right.  Yuuko 
investigated the wound in my back, which had leaked a bit in the night, so that the 
sheets were dotted with blood.  
We found a Wal-Mart down the road, and LeRoi and I bought slacks, T-shirts 
and jackets. I found a lumberjack shirt, which LeRoi said was just so Seattle. He 
bought a baseball cap to cover his dyed hair.  
She chose a floral print dress and cardigan. Very Patsy Cline, LeRoi informed 
her. We bought overcoats for warmth, sneakers for running, and some bargain hand 
luggage to finish the ensembles and, hopefully, made us look less suspicious when we 
tried to board an aeroplane. It was borderline whether it made us seem more awkward. 
In the next town we found a diner, had breakfast, then Yuuko rang Robert.  
‘What’s he say?’ I asked. 
‘He’s angry, traumatised and bewildered.’ 
‘Fuck him,’ LeRoi said, helpful as always. 
‘Never mind him,’ I said. ‘Why did the cops turn up? Were the looking for us?’ 
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‘No. They were there to shut the party down. Apparently, it had no licence. 
There were demonstrators. Did you know that?’ 
‘Didn’t you see them?’ I asked. They’d reported Nancy for running an event on 
unlicensed premises, then, for good measure, invoked some sort of bylaw about 
insulting religion. 
‘Anyway, Nancy was arrested. He doesn’t know if she’s been released. Stop 
smirking. It’s not funny.’ 
We debated turning round, heading for JFK and catching our flights. At first 
Yuuko thought that would be best. We pointed out to her that a variety of persons 
unknown had managed to follow us to the club, a diner, a hotel, and a garage where 
nobody else but the dead guy knew we were going. Three lots of people had made it 
very obvious that they intended us harm, and we weren’t going to get on a flight we’d 
had booked for months. It also occurred to me that riding around in a car we’d nicked 
off some men who were trying do us in wasn’t the brightest idea either. We had 
another line each to help the thought processes.  
‘Okay. What, then?’ I said. That’s when Yuuko came up with her a plan.  
‘We’ll head for Boston, get flights to Dublin, and sneak in home the back way,’ 
she said. 
‘What back way?’ 
‘Fishguard.’ 
‘What’s a fish guard?’ LeRoi asked, affronted. 
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‘It’s a fucking town in fucking Wales? You get a bus to Rosslare, ferry to 
Fishguard, train to London.’ 
‘How the fuck do you know that?’ he said. 
‘If you have to smuggle things into the States, that’s the way you go back with 
no luggage. Nobody checks, nobody’s bothered.’ 
‘What sort of things?’ 
‘I don’t know. Drugs.’ 
‘I repeat, how the fuck do you know that?’ 
‘I just fucking do.’  
‘Alright. Keep you’re fucking hair on,’ I said. We were all, in truth, getting a bit 
fractious now. I was starting to worry about, well, everything – police, monsters, 
being followed, being stabbed, everything. We went to put our old clothes in the boot 
of the car. In the boot, and this really startled us, though perhaps it shouldn’t have, 
were shotguns, a pair of handguns and boxes of ammunition. 
‘Oh Christ,’ LeRoi moaned. ‘Can I suggest that we drive very carefully, and try 
not to get pulled over.’ We shut it up and didn’t open it again; dumped the clothes in a 
bin. 
‘Right. We’ll go to Jody’s place. Find a bucket shop, get tickets from there and 
then we’re gone,’ Yuuko said. I looked her up and down. God, she was good. 
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We parked round the corner from Jody and Daisy’s house, locked up, gave their 
road a nervy once over, then went and rang the bell. Daisy opened the door 
fractionally and asked who it was.  
‘It’s me, Yuuko.’ 
‘Go away.’ She shut the door. Yuuko rang the bell again. There were sounds of a 
conversation inside and then the door opened again on the chain. This time it was 
Jody who peeked out. 
‘What do you want?’ he asked.  
‘We wondered if we could use your phone.’ 
‘I don’t think you should be here.’ 
‘Please. We won’t be long. I can give you cash for the call.’ 
‘It’s not about money.’ 
‘Please, Jody. We’re in a real spot.’ She looked all sweet and lovely. I thought 
she’d make a tremendous actor. There was a long, long pause, and then he took the 
chain off. 
‘What are you guys into?’ he said, walking us to the kitchen. Daisy was perched 
on a high kitchen chair at the breakfast bar. She had the fading bruises of a black eye 
and would not look at us. Jody stared though. He had registering that we looked 
nothing like we did when we’d arrived.  
‘What on earth do you mean?’ Yuuko said, all innocent. 
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‘Two men came here the other morning, two thugs I’d never seen in my life 
before, and forced their way into our house. They threatened us, they assaulted us, and 
they said they were looking for those two.’ He flung an accusatory gesture at me and 
LeRoi. Daisy burst into tears and he went over and put his arm around her.  
‘I’m very sorry. I really am.’ Yuuko purred at them. ‘There’s been a dreadful, 
dreadful mix-up. Someone seems to have mistaken Christian and LeRoi for somebody 
else.’ 
‘Don’t bullshit me, Yuuko. We let you into our home, and these people were 
rude, and then this happened.’ He gestured at Daisy’s eye.  
‘Could we have a look at your yellow pages?’ Yuuko said, ‘Then we’ll leave.’ 
We found a travel agent, took down the address, Jody gave us directions.  
We ate in a Chinese restaurant that looked fairly cheap, ditched the car, drugs, 
guns and all, then made our way out to the airport by public transport. I put the 
manuscript in my hand luggage, on the grounds that a white bloke was less likely to 
be searched than a black bloke. I was pretty nervous as it stood. Carrying that made it 
worse. Cops and security guards made me sweat and start to limp. I kept scanning 
round the departure area looking for something. I was sure it couldn’t be this easy, 
given how they’d tracked us down before. At one point I thought I saw Brown Suit, 
but by now I was so tired and jittery that I couldn’t be certain. The relief when the 
plane took off was overwhelming.   
I dozed most of the flight, but the nightmares made it a fitful and unsatisfying 
kind of sleep. There were giant faces looking in at windows, a gang of men chasing 
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me, Yuuko in danger, LeRoi in danger. I started awake half a dozen times and drifted 
straight off again into a dreamworld filled with more peril and pursuit. It was around 
six o’clock in the morning when we flew into Dublin. We looked like zombies. We 
found the bus to Rossclare direct from the airport, checked the price, changed the rest 
of the dollars into enough punt to pay for the bus and ferry, the rest into pounds, then 
we found coffee – which had no effect – boarded the bus and slept again. 
All the time I was expecting to be jumped, waiting for the whisper in my ear. On 
the ferry, I got LeRoi to have a look at my back in the toilets. He said it was fine, and 
that I’d live. I didn’t find that very funny. We all ended up in different parts of the 
ferry avoiding each other. I managed a quick word with Yuuko on deck.  
‘Look,’ she said, ‘let’s talk about this when we get home. It’s nothing personal 
but I’m too tired to even think straight.’ 
‘Yeah you’re right. We’ll see what Solly has to say about all this. How are we 
going to get the instruments back?’ 
‘Shit,’ she said, and walked off. 
In Fishguard we discovered we’d missed the last train by hours. The tourist 
information was shut, but we found a pub that had rooms. We split the cash and 
Yuuko stuck three rooms on her credit card. We were sick of the sight of each other 
by now. It was a relief to fall, alone, into a proper bed. 
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‘Right. I see,’ said Wade. ‘Fishguard. We went to Heathrow to wait for you, and it 
was quite a surprise when you weren’t on the passenger list. Fishguard, eh? Who’d 
have thought?’ 
‘We were very frightened, and, obviously, you understand why.’  
‘Yes, yes, I do. Maybe you should have contacted the cops in the States, but …’ 
Carling stirred.  
‘Do you know what your “giant” was?’ he asked. 
‘I think so. Do you?’ I said. 
‘I think I do. The police line, over there, is that it was a very big man who must 
have been away hidden by his family. There was one version that suggested he’d 
come out of the sewers; lived on alligators, I expect. Doesn’t account for how he got 
into your event without an invitation, though. They never found this van you 
mentioned. Where do you think that went?’ 
I stood up, suddenly enough to make Carling wobble on his seat. 
‘You’re a very funny man, Mr Carling, but now,’ I said, ‘I’ve had enough 
questions. Maybe you could answer one for me, and then I’m off home. Given all the 
shit I’ve just told you happened, why didn’t the FBI contact me?’ I tucked my chair 
under the table and leaned against it. 
‘I told them you were dead,’ Carling said. He stood up and faced me, then reached 
into his jacket, pulled out a revolver, and laid it on the table. ‘And you, sunbeam, 
aren’t going anywhere.’ 






Part Three: The Abominable Dr Siemens 
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‘Really. Please,’ I said. Carling was smiling in a so-Mr-Bond kind of way. ‘You’re 
not going to shoot me. I’m going home.’ 
‘Sit back down,’ Carling said. 
‘You’re a copper. You’re not going to shoot me in a copper’s house in fucking 
Friern Barnet. Grow up.’ 
Wade made a sucking noise and stared at a corner of the ceiling.  
‘I wouldn’t be so sure, Christian,’ he said. ‘I think he may just be unhinged 
enough.’ Carling preened at this. ‘I’d just stay put and listen to what he has to say if I 
were you.’ 
They evidently weren’t joking. 
‘Right,’ Carling said. ‘You’re going to tell us everything that happened after you 
got back here. The smallest, most irrelevant seeming detail may be of vital importance 
to us.’ 
‘Why? What do you want from me?’ 
‘We want the same thing as you,’ Wade said. ‘Bear with us and we’ll tell you what 
you want to know – truly. Won’t we?’ 
‘Oh, absolutely everything,’ Carling said, and he winked at me. ‘But you, you 
don’t have a choice. We’re going to sit here all night if we have to. Alright?’ 
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Wade was filling the kettle again. I think it was this piece of mumsiness, rather 
than the threats, that made me submit, made me throw in the towel.   
In the B&B, we took our time over breakfast and missed the early train and then, 
after much LeRoi-fannying-about, missed the late morning train. Given that we only 
had the clothes we stood up in and some virtually empty luggage, I couldn’t work out 
how he managed waste so much time. He made us miss the connection from Cardiff, 
and by the time we got the next one he was getting quite profoundly on my wick. We 
found a table together but, when the opportunity arose, I moved up the carriage to a 
double seat, ostensibly for a nap, but mostly to get away from his blathering. Yuuko 
just brooded.  
We reconvened as we approached Paddington. I said I hoped someone was in at 
my flats to let me in the front door; I had a spare key hidden in the cupboard under the 
stairs. Yuuko looked crestfallen. 
‘Shit,’ she said, ‘I left my keys.’ LeRoi pulled his from his pocket and waved them 
at her gleefully. She brightened. ‘I can ring the cleaner. She has a set.’ Then the gloom 
descended again. ‘Shit, I don’t have her number. Shit, shit, fuck.’ 
‘When’s she due in,’ I said. ‘You could stay at mine. There’s not much room 
but…’ 
‘Well, I’ve got things to do, and I’m not going straight home, so…’ LeRoi said 
and shrugged. 
‘That’s okay, deary,’ she said, and glowered at him. She turned to me. ‘I’ll take 
you up on that.’ 
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It was about eight o’clock when we rolled in. He left us with a brusque goodbye, 
heading for the tube, I assumed, and we headed for the buses. After grinding and 
lurching home on the 73, we decided to have drink in the Beckett. Strong lager all 
round. 
‘Where do you suppose he had to go in such a bloody hurry?’ I said. We slumped 
into a corner seat together. 
‘Oh, God knows,’ she said. ‘He’s a fucking mystery to me.’ I nearly choked on my 
beer. That was rich coming from her. She knew what I was thinking. ‘I assume he 
wanted to get home, slip into something less comfortable – he’ll be preening for 
hours, you know – and then lose himself in the fleshpots. He’ll turn up in a couple 
days, scuffed and shop-soiled, but he’ll be back to normal in no time.’ 
‘Normal?’ 
‘Yeah. He gets himself wound up then he has to go out, you know.  It’s just stress 
relief. People have different ways of coping with stress.’  
‘I put on a record and read a book.’ 
‘Does it work?’ 
‘Not really.’ 
‘Maybe he’s onto something. Perhaps you should go with him.’ 
I positively guffawed at this. ‘Been there, nearly. Didn’t like it one bit. What a 
fuck up. What the hell are we going to do next? This whole bloody business has 
fucked things up completely, hasn’t it?’ 
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‘Of course not.’ She took hold of my sleeve and shook my arm in a disturbingly 
reassuring manner. ‘Chin up, little man. We’ll wait till the shit settles then start again. 
He’s got his drums. You’ve still got the manuscript, haven’t you? We need to find out 
what the hell it is. Maybe we could raise some capital from that.’ 
‘Really. Are you serious? Get shot of it, I say, before it gets us into any deeper 
crap. I want to take it back to Solly, try and explain to him. We ought, by rights, to 
give him his money back.’ 
She twined her arm round mine, slipped her hand into my mine, and nestled up to 
me. 
‘Defeatist talk,’ she said. ‘Let’s try and find out what it is. I can get into the British 
Library. Let’s do some research.’ She smiled as if she was talking to a kid. ‘Where’s 
your sense of adventure?’ 
‘I think we’ve had enough fucking adventures for one lifetime.’ I had a sudden 
vision of Anselm’s head dropping onto the floor of the garage. It made me dizzy. I’d 
finished my pint already. 
‘Look, let’s have another drink, then we’ll go back to your place, have a look at it, 
see if we can work out what it is, and think about what to do with it in the morning.’ 
We had three more drinks, as it happened, then meandered round to my place via 
the chip shop and the off-licence. I pointed out Solly’s flat, said that’s where the old 
fellah lives, told her about the mountain of old books he owned. 
‘You both kept that quiet,’ she said. 
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I had to ring the bell for flat two, where the Greek lady lived. I knew she’d be 
there; she always was, especially when I wanted to listen to some music a bit loud. 
She buzzed us in. I rooted about under the stairs. The key was in an envelope behind 
the junction boxes. I crawled out covered in dust and Yuuko laughed at me. It was a 
nice, light drunken laugh this time, not her usual scornful hiss. All told, we both 
seemed to be very relaxed. 
The flat was cold and smelt musty, so I whacked the gas fire on full blast. I put the 
chips on plates, cracked the bottle of wine open and served it in tumblers. It was a 
dearer bottle than I was used to buying; she’d insisted. We settled on the floor 
together and clicked my suitcase open. It contained three or four newspapers. I lifted 
them up, looking for the manuscript. There was no sign of it; just the travel items I’d 
bought at the Wal-Mart and newspapers, which, I realised, weighed about the same as 
the document would have. 
‘I’ll fucking kill him,’ I said. ‘Just check your bag. It’s not in there, is it?’ 
There was no possible way it could have got in her bag, but I wanted to eliminate 
any other explanation. 
‘When did he do that?’ Yuuko asked.  
‘And why?’ I flung up my hands. ‘Money. He wants to flog it. He knows I’d give 
it back to Solly. The little bastard.’ 
The room warmed up. We drank the wine, talked each other down off the shed 
roof, and decided to go to his place early in the morning, give him the hard word; and 
then, and I don’t quite know how this happened, we finished up sharing the bed. It 
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certainly took my mind off LeRoi, artefacts, and all the rest of it. I started to wonder if 
it was the booze or the fatigue, or if she was doing it to spite LeRoi in some bizarre 
way, or if maybe, Heaven preserve us, she’d fancied me all along, but in a very short 
while, I stopped wondering anything at all.  
This fantastically positive turn of events went downhill – fell off a cliff, you might 
say – when the hammering at the door began. We disengaged; interruptussed before 
we’d even got to the coitus bit, though we weren’t bloody far off.  
‘Should we ignore it?’ I whispered, as another barrage sounded. ‘What time is it? 
Who the fuck is it?’ They weren’t going away. I dragged my trousers on, went to the 
door, slipped the chain on, and opened the door a fraction. There was a middle-aged 
man. The landing light had gone out, so I couldn’t make him out very well. He smiled 
at me. Someone moved behind him. 
‘Who is it?’ I said, trying not to shout.  
‘Is that Mr Blackwood?’ he said, quietly. At least they weren’t going to disturb the 
neighbours. 
‘Who is it?’ 
‘It’s the police. Could you just confirm for me that you are Mr Christian 
Blackwood?’ His voice was very calm and measured. It sounded as though he was 
trying to reassure me that everything was okay, which of course had the opposite 
effect. I had a little panic. All sorts of ideas flashed through my head. I wondered if I 
had any gear on the premises for a moment, but of course, I didn’t.  
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‘What do you want?’ I said, as I tried to work out I might have done wrong so I 
could get a story, any story, together. ‘Can’t it wait till the morning?’ 
‘It’s about your neighbour – Mr Solomon,’ he said. I didn’t answer. ‘You do know 
Mr Solomon, don’t you? I’d like to ask some questions about the circumstances of his 
death.’ I suddenly felt very ill. Yuuko was in the bedroom doorway, dressing.  
‘What is it?’ she said. 
‘Police. They say Solly’s dead.’ I’d unfastened the chain and was starting to open 
the door when it smashed me in the face. A man flung himself in and grabbed my 
shirt. He punched me twice in the face, then threw me to the floor. I looked up and 
saw Yuuko retreat into the bedroom as another figure rushed after her. I heard 
furniture being overturned and then this big blonde bloke manhandled her back into 
the room, one hand gripping her hair, the other twisting her arm up her back. I tried to 
get up and took a kick to the chest for my trouble; when the legs retreated I tried again 
and got another kick in the face. 
I thought, after that, it might be best to just lie there and assess the situation. From 
the carpet, I could see there were four of them. The one who had hold of Yuuko was 
dressed in some kind of grey-green uniform, a sort of Chairman Mao suit. There was 
another bloke dressed exactly the same.  
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Wade interrupted me at this point. ‘Same outfits as our cadaver at Lange’s clinic, 
then.’  
‘Yeah,’ I said, ‘there were a few of them.’  
‘Who, exactly, were they?’ he asked. Carling suggested they let me get on with my 
‘statement, er, story.’ 
‘I’ll get to that in good time.’ I said. 
 
 
There were the two in uniform. It was strange, but I couldn’t quite say what they 
looked like. For a second they seemed young, with bright skin, then at the same time 
very old or very ill. Behind them was the rather neat man – in his mid to late fifties, 
I’d have said – in a fawn covert coat. He closed the door. His greying hair was slicked 
back with a widow’s peak, and his sharp, slim nose gave him a look of Peter Cushing, 
Joseph Goebbels or something in between.  
The fourth man, the one who had assaulted me, I recognised. It was the thug in the 
Harrington jacket who I’d seen leaving Solly’s place. 
‘You’re not really the police then.’ 
‘Shut up,’ Harrington said, and kicked my thigh. 
‘Now, now, John,’ said the older man. ‘There’s no need for that.’ 
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‘No, Doctor,’ John said, ‘I don’t suppose there is – yet.’ He was very pleased with 
what he obviously considered a bon mot. 
‘Give them a chance, John. Who knows? They may be quite forthcoming without 
recourse to your particular persuasions. Hello Christian. Hello Yuuko. I am Doctor 
Siemens. I…’  
‘What the fuck do you want?’ Yuuko said. 
‘Ah, John. Forgive me,’ the doctor said. ‘It seems you were right. Young lady, you 
know perfectly well what we want.’ 
‘We haven’t got it,’ I said. 
‘John,’ Siemens said, in a faintly quizzical tone, and John kicked me again, even 
harder.  
‘Leave him alone,’ Yuuko said. ‘We haven’t got it. We threw it away.’ 
John’s mouth fell open in an expression mingling shock and absolute delight. 
‘I sincerely hope that’s not true,’ Siemens said, ‘because, if it is, I’ll have to ask 
John to … well, I’ll allow him to deal with you in any way he sees fit.’ 
‘It isn’t,’ I said, ‘but we don’t have it here. Sorry.’ 
‘Could you easily lay your hands on it?’ 
‘If you give us a couple of days, I’m sure we could get it back.’ This, apparently, 
was amusing. 
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‘Does the black boy have it?’ The questions up to this point had been neutral. Any 
answer to this one teetered on the brink of a betrayal. 
‘I don’t know,’ I said, which was the truth. 
‘Do you know where he is?’ 
‘No.’ 
‘Oh dear. We’ll have to take them with us. Gentlemen.’ He clapped his gloved 
hands. ‘Make them dress properly and let’s all go home, then I can have a nice long 
chat with them … at my leisure.’ 
The two characters in uniform prodded and pushed us into getting dressed. John 
supervised while Siemens kept up a little monologue.  
‘I’m so glad you didn’t give it to anyone else. I’ve heard from a very irate 
correspondent in New England that you caused him all manner of grief. I had him on 
the telephone yesterday. He sounded most vexed, but then he wouldn’t have known 
what to do with it really.’ He wasn’t really talking to us, or to anyone, come to that. 
He evidently just liked the sound of his own voice. ‘Therein lies the problem. There 
are too many amateurs and ideologues out there with badly, terribly badly, thought out 
ideas and, frankly, no skill, no real aptitude for our area of research. They have a few 
half-formed ideas and a species of arrogance … Oh, don’t get me started, hey John?’ 
‘No, Doctor,’ John said, and gave me another kick to hurry me along. ‘They ain’t 
visionaries like you.’     
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One of the Mao Suits grabbed me, locked my arms behind my back – he was way 
too strong to resist – and they marched us down the stairs. Siemens carefully closed 
my door. On the way downstairs, flat two’s door opened a fraction and slammed shut 
immediately. A hand clamped over my mouth. John, beside me, whispered, ‘Any 
noise and he’ll snap your fucking neck.’ 
Around the corner from the flat was a van, a Transit. They shoved us into the back. 
There was no one around. My stomach and my leg hurt.  There were bench seats up 
either side of the van. Yuuko was at one side with a Mao Suit blocking her in, me 
opposite next to the other one. The back was panelled off with only a small 
rectangular hole so the rear view mirror was usable. I could see into the cab, saw the 
silhouette of Siemens face in the passenger seat, and, as we moved off, caught 
glimpses of the passing lights of the streets. There were no side windows. The back 
windows were mirrored. Nobody could see in.  
We drove south through Hackney, as far as I could tell. I recognised some of the 
shop signs, rail bridges, and advertising hoardings. The Mao Suits sat there, utterly 
impassive, staring straight ahead. I thought about rushing them, getting away, but they 
were too big. I felt the one next to me leaning against my shoulder and realised I 
didn’t have a chance. They both had the same beatific expression. One had dark hair, 
one blonde, both with the same short back and sides. Their faces and their skin were 
weird though. One moment their complexions were fresh and healthy, the next they 
looked grey and sick, papery even. It gave the impression of constant movement in 
their features, and it made me feel nauseous looking at them. I tried to look out of the 
front again.  
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After a meandering drive, I recognised the arches near LeRoi’s place. 
‘What say?’ Yuuko shouted through to the front. She was looking a bit panicked, 
unsurprisingly. ‘What say you let us go, then we find LeRoi for you, get what you 
want, and then you can leave us alone?’ 
‘Shut the fuck up!’ John bawled.  
‘Don’t be coarse, John.’ Siemens said, ‘But he’s right. We’d like you both to be 
quiet. Thank you.’ 
‘Sorry, Doctor. I was forgetting myself.’ Yuuko’s Mao Suit seemed to smile and 
looked me in the eye. 
‘Who’s fucking army are you, then?’ I asked him. He let out a gentle laugh and 
said, in a marked foreign accent:  
‘We are the Army of the Dead.’   
‘Funny cunt,’ I said. ‘What have you done with Solly, you tosser?’ I called 
through to the Siemens. Dr Siemens answered in a very calm, clear voice: 
‘Bring ihn zum Schweigen.’ My Mao Suit punched me in the ear. It stung like 
hell. Yuuko looked desperate.  
‘If he gives it up, maybe they’ll let us go,’ I whispered to Yuuko, and got another 
smack in the ear for my trouble. 
‘That car, Doc. It’s cops,’ John said.  
‘Are you sure?’  
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‘Certain. They’re watching the nigger’s place. They must know he’s back.’ 
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‘Yeah,’ said Carling. ‘It’s true. We knew he was back. O’Donnell, the garage 
owner, was a little more public spirited than your Mrs fucking Tzatziki, or whatever 
she called herself. What time did you say you left with Siemens?’ 
‘One, two, three o’clock? Couldn’t say really,’ I said. ‘Checking the time wasn’t at 
the top of my list of priorities.’ 
‘Fair enough. Mrs Tzatziki said she’d phone us as soon as you arrived home. She 
did so at nine o’clock in the morning; said she thought we meant office hours. I think 
somebody else must have offered her an inducement for passing them the information 
first. Naughty girl. Mr O’Donnell said he’d had somebody sniffing round, asking after 
your mate. After he saw your mate’s decor, he couldn’t wait to give him his marching 
orders; said he didn’t want no blasphemers on his premises, tank yez boss.’ 
‘You showed him LeRoi’s apartment?’ I said. 
‘Well, he did own it. It was, kind of, his business.’ 
‘And we wanted to make sure he called us,’ Wade chimed in. ‘Think about it. If 
your Greek lady had called in when she said she was going to – i.e. as soon as she 
knew you were there – it might have saved a great deal of heartache. Don’t you 
agree?’ 
‘Yeah, but he hadn’t done anything that wrong,’ I said.  
Carling arched his eyebrows.  
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‘Really. He left you in the clutches of the dreaded bloody Dr Siemens, lest we 
forget,’ Carling said, ‘without the wherewithal to save your bleeding hides. Are you 
saying that Mr O’Donnell,’ and here he affected his comical Oirish accent again, ‘a 
God fearing man like that, should have tolerated Satanists and paganists and the like 
on his premises?’  
There was no arguing with him. I shrugged.  
‘It’s funny,’ Wade said, ‘but in among all his pentagrams and his silly black 
candles, all that rubbish, I found some photographs. They were by his bed …’ 
‘Bed?’ Carling said. ‘He lived like tramp.’ I think he was going to elaborate on this 
theme, but a glance from Wade pulled him up short. 
‘By his bed there was a black and white photo of a West Indian woman in neat 
little suit, you know, a jacket and skirt, handbag. The photo was creased but it was in a 
frame. There was another of a white couple, and another of a little lad behind the 
drums in a school orchestra; the only black face in the whole band. I don’t think he 
was evil. I just think he was a rather thoughtless young man.’ There was a long silence 
before he spoke again. ‘So you actually drove past a police car that was looking out 
for you. Dear me, that was unlucky.’ 
‘I don’t know if we drove past it, but this John certainly saw it.’ 
‘And this John,’ Carling said, ‘I am assuming would be one John Stewart 
Medlicott.’ 
I shrugged again.  
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‘Well that was one of the identifiable corpses. Charming gentleman, an activist of 
the very far-right persuasion, string of convictions for affray, assault, etcetera, 
etcetera.’ 
‘That sounds like him,’ I said. ‘So, had you seen LeRoi by this time.’ 
‘No. We bloody missed him. O’Donnell had been late in his office, heard him 
come home, but by the time we got there, he done gorn.’ 
‘What happened to you next?’ Wade asked. I was beginning to get the impression 
he found Carling as irritating as I did.  
‘They drove us to Berkshire, to Yatworth.’ 
‘Straight to the Hall. You didn’t stop anywhere else.’ 
‘Nope. Straight there.’ 
 
 
The van ride took maybe a couple of hours. I started off trying to work out which 
direction we were going in, kidding myself that if the opportunity arose I’d be able to 
do something about our predicament, but after a while I realised that it wasn’t a 
detective movie and gave up. Yuuko looked fagged out; I assumed I must do too. The 
Mao Suits were still. I watched the one opposite me’s face and it made me feel 
unsteady. The movement was subtle, the skin colour changing from white to grey and 
back. The texture altered, and sometimes it seemed as though I could see sinew and 
muscle. I thought it must be a hallucination brought on by the exhaustion, and my 
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stomach lurched at the sight of it. I gave up staring as well and tried listening instead 
to Siemens and John in the front, but they kept their voices low on the few occasions 
when they did speak. In time, I must have nodded off. 
A jolt to the van woke me, and I heard the hiss of tyres on gravel. Outside there 
was no street-lighting, but it was a bright night and, judging by the moonlight shining 
through the trees we passed under, we were evidently in the countryside. We left the 
trees briefly, crossed a piece of open ground, drove through a gap between stone 
buildings, and pulled up. John slammed his door hard then hammered along the side 
of the van as he went to the back.  
‘Come on, campers, let’s be having you!’ John was clearly in high spirits as he 
threw the back doors open. I was sure the Mao Suits exchanged an exasperated glance 
before they grabbed our arms and hauled us out into a courtyard. A huge full moon 
hung over us illuminating a stable block. Behind us was the back of a big old house, 
four storeys high, with too many windows to count. The Mao Suit wrenched my arm 
and we were dragged to where Siemens and John waited. 
‘What do you think, Doc? Do you want to interview them now?’ said John.  
‘Why don’t you just let us go, you bastards?’ Yuuko shouted. She was furious, 
but her voice had a note of fear in it, perhaps even desperation. She struggled against 
the grip of her Mao Suit and he cuffed her across the side of the head. Her legs 
buckled. I pulled against my captor and tried to get to her, but received the same 
treatment. 
‘Ooh, they’re game,’ John said. ‘Doc?’ 
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Siemens was silent. He studied us carefully, pursed his lips, and finally spoke. 
‘No. Put them in with Baby for the night. I’m sure that will concentrate their 
minds,’ he said, clapping his hands twice, then as an aside to John added, ‘Is he on his 
short chain?’ 
‘Oh yes, he’s ready to receive visitors.’ 
‘Good.’ At this Siemens turned and walked briskly toward the house. The Maos 
pushed us in the direction of the stables. The door they took us through opened into a 
long corridor. Part of it, I could see, opened onto stalls. They took us to the left, along 
a passage. On one side filthy, cobwebbed windows faced out onto the courtyard, on 
the other there were doors, heavy steel doors, riveted and reinforced with strapping. 
John took a bunch of heavy keys from a key cabinet on the wall, and at the third door 
we were stopped and held as he unlocked it. 
‘Now, if you’ll take my advice, stay up this end. Seriously.’ I stared at him 
uncomprehendingly. I could hardly believe any of this.  
‘What…’ I started to say. 
‘No. Really. You’re fucking life depends on it, mate. Stay up this end. Put ‘em 
in.’ 
The room absolutely stank – of shit, of piss, of something absolutely rancid. I 
gagged as they pushed us in. The lock clanked and we were on our own. There was 
straw on the floor. I could feel it around my feet, hear its rustle as we stepped into it. 
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Very high up in the far corner was a small, barred window, dirty as the ones in the 
passage. It let in a faint glow of light, but the rest of the room was black dark.  
I took hold of Yuuko’s arm, to reassure myself as much as her. She gripped me 
back. We didn’t move from the door, just stood there, holding each other, then she 
pulled away from me, and I heard her retching. That set me off. I put my hand on the 
wall to steady myself. The stench was unbelievable. When I managed to stop spewing, 
I reached out for her again. 
‘What the hell are they going to do with us?’ I asked. 
‘I don’t know. Shh! Did you hear that?’ I listened, straining hard to hear 
anything. Far away, outside, there was sound, perhaps a door slamming. 
‘No. What?’ 
‘Shhh. There it is again.’ From the far end of the room there came a faint 
metallic chink and a rustle of straw. My eyes were starting to become accustomed to 
the meagre light that came in from the window. I could see the shape of the room 
now. I took a couple of steps and bent forward to see if I could pick out anything. 
Yuuko held my hand but stayed rooted to the spot. There was another clink. I thought 
I could vaguely make out a shape, a mound of something, at the far end of the room. 
Silence.  
‘What is it?’ she asked. 
‘Ssst.’ I put my finger to my lips, as if she could see me. ‘There’s something…’ 
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Another wave of nausea swept over me and I puked again. I wiped my mouth, 
took another a shuffling step and then another.   
‘I don’t know. I think I can see…’ I squinted into the dark and there was a 
sudden rattle. The mound came to life and something rushed at me. I tried to step back 
but a hand clamped on my arm. There was a thump, a growling noise. I shrieked as 
nails dug into my forearm. I tried to pull away, but the grip was too tight. It pulled me 
into the room. 
‘What is it? What is it?’ Yuuko was shouting and hanging on to me. I could feel 
my feet slipping on the smooth concrete under the straw. 
‘Pull me!’ I was hysterical with fear, ‘Pull me!’ The strong, strong hand 
tightened and I slipped again. She grabbed the waistband of my jeans and hauled. I 
smashed my free fist into the hand over and over. It was on the end of an outstretched 
arm. I could see a figure hunched and straining in the gloom. Yuuko wrapped both 
arms around my waist and dragged. I kept pummelling at the hand. Both out feet were 
slipping.  
I tried to prize the iron fingers from my arm. The more I pulled, the tighter it 
gripped. I managed to adjust my footing, felt a rough spot, got a little purchase and 
twisted my arm in the hold, and threw myself sideways. The hand loosened enough to 
pull free. I fell backwards into a heap with Yuuko, and we shuffled on our backsides 
till we hit the door. 
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There was a churring, growling noise from the other end of the room, a clanking 
of chain. We hugged each other and curled up into a tight ball together, backs against 
the door, legs tucked under us. 
‘What the hell is that?’ she whispered.  
‘There’s somebody …’ is all I could say. There was more rustling, more chink, 
chink, chink. We could make out a figure now. It looked like a person, or maybe an 
ape, and was moving agitatedly backwards and forwards. Periodically it would lurch 
in our direction and there’d be a thump, then it would squat. I daren’t take my eyes off 
it. I glanced at Yuuko once and saw that she was doing the same, staring at it.  
We sat like this for hours and hours, waiting for some sunlight to reveal our 
roommate. As the light filtered in it became clearer. At first I could make out a dark 
figure, stalking in an arc across the cell – for that was where we were, in a cell, or a 
kennel, or a cage. As the room brightened, it became clear that its movements were 
restricted by a chain.  
It had a large head, out of proportion with the body, and human-ish features, but 
with a flat face and a low forehead. It was naked, its flesh a sickly white and covered, 
on the shoulders and arms with fine downy hair. I was desperately tired, but daren’t 
take my eyes from it. All the time it watched us, glowered and stared. If we moved, it 
moved.  
Finally, it stood up. It stood erect, its posture quite human. It looked about a foot 
shorter than me, maybe about five feet, but its limbs were short and its head too big, 
like a dwarf or a toddler. It had a heavy collar around its neck, padlocked and attached 
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by a chain to a ring on a steel plate. It paced at the furthest extent of the chain, glaring 
at us. 
‘What the fuck is it?’ Yuuko asked. 
‘They called it Baby.’ 
‘I know, but what the fuck is it?’ 
‘I don’t know, and I don’t particularly care. I just want to get out of here.’ 
‘Really. You don’t say. And how do you propose …’ 
‘We’ve got to talk to them, find out what we need to do.’ 
‘Well I think we know that. It’s a matter of finding out where LeRoi’s gone, and 
getting him to give it to them it, isn’t it?’ 
‘Do you think they’ll let us go?’ I said. 
‘Anything’s worth a try.’  
‘I think they’ll kill us.’ 
‘Cheer me up, why don’t you?’ 
‘Alright,’ I said. ‘Will you go out with me?’  
‘Yeah, okay,’ she said. ‘Just till they kill us though.’ We curled up tighter. The 
stink was still awful. The thing squatted again. Without taking its gaze from us, it 
reached into the straw and pulled out a large white bone with tiny bits of flesh and 
gristle on it. It started to gnaw at it with a row of sharp little pointed teeth. 
‘That is fucking grotesque,’ she said. ‘Let go of me. I’m going to be sick.’  
  258 
28 
We sat there for ages: us watching Baby, Baby watching us. It was difficult to 
judge how time was passing. I think I may have nodded off a few times through sheer 
exhaustion, but started awake again. Through the window, the sky looked overcast so 
that you couldn’t see where the sun was. It was cold. The concrete floor was freezing 
and hard, and we huddled together for warmth and, I suppose, comfort. Baby gnawed 
at its bone and stared. At one point it drank from a tin on the floor, scooping handfuls 
of water to its mouth. A little later it stalked off to the corner, squatted and shat. The 
stink was overpowering again. We both retched, though there was nothing left to bring 
up. When it had finished it resumed its position – as near to us as the chain around its 
neck would allow. Its hungry little eyes followed every tiny move we made. 
‘I’m shattered,’ I said, ‘but I daren’t sleep.’ 
‘Me neither.’ We whispered when we spoke and Baby twisted his head at each 
sound, like a dog listening for a familiar word. ‘If they’re going to keep us here long, 
we should try and take it in turns to sleep. It can’t get to us.’ 
‘What if the chain breaks?’ 
‘God, Christian.’ 
‘Sorry, but we need a plan.’ We sort of half agreed that we might be able to take 
an arm each and pin it down, try and batter its head on the floor. I didn’t tell her how 
strong its grip was. We could pass that obstacle when we came to it.  
‘Jesus, I’m hungry,’ she said. 
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‘Well, that’s alright. You could ask Baby to share his bone.’ It’s astonishing how 
quickly things had become normal. You’re incarcerated with something out of a 
nightmare, and within a few hours you’re making jokes, talking about the most 
terrifying thing as though it happens every day. Truthfully, I think I’d become 
delirious. I felt quite trippy. 
‘What made you change you mind about me?’ I said. 
‘What do you mean?’  
‘Last night.’ 
‘How can you think about that now?’ 
‘Well, I’d rather not think too hard about that.’ I pointed at Baby. 
‘Fair enough. What makes you think I changed my mind?’  
‘Touché. I just assumed.’ 
‘You know nothing. You are only a man.’ 
‘Well, it’s just I’ve fancied you for ages.’ 
‘I know. A lot of men do, and they’re mostly arseholes, or liars.’ 
‘Okay. Which did you think I was?’ 
‘I don’t think you could tell a convincing lie if you wanted.’ 
‘Ta. Yeah. Thanks. And what about Robert?’ 
‘You weren’t jealous?’ She laughed. 
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‘A bit.’ 
‘A bit. Right. Robert doesn’t lie, but he believes whatever’s convenient to him. 
His parents are loaded. He gets what he wants, usually. We shared a twin room. He 
worked very hard for us. You two are real. That’s what I like about you both.’ 
‘LeRoi.’ 
‘Yeah.’ 
‘Christ, I wonder where the little bastard is?’ 
Baby started to move and to listen very hard. A few seconds later, I heard a noise 
from the corridor. I’d started to relax, but all the tension I’d released took hold of my 
body again. There was the tramp of feet approaching the door, a jangle of keys, and 
the heavy lock turning. The steel door squeaked open but we didn’t move from where 
we were sitting. I looked up and John was standing over us with the two Mao Suits in 
attendance. 
‘Aw. Isn’t that sweet. It’s love’s young dream. You,’ he said, prodding me with 
his toe, ‘come with me. You, Missy, stay here and keep Baby company.’ 
‘You can’t…’ I started to protest and he kicked me in the ribs. 
‘I can do anything I fucking like, sonny, and don’t you fucking forget it. Gawd. 
Has Baby shit again? Naughty Baby. Dirty Baby.’ He turned to the Maos and said, 
‘You’ll need to give him a turn round the yard later, and clean some of this shit up; 
make it habitable for the guests.’ He winked at Yuuko. 
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Yuuko and I stood but we hung on to each other. John moved back and one of 
the Maos pulled me away, the other grabbed her by the throat until she let go of me. 
They dragged me out and pushed her back into the cell. She took a couple of steps to 
get her balance, and Baby rushed to the end of his chain, stopping with a thud. He was 
moving with such force that his legs came from under him. I gasped as Yuuko jumped 
to stay out of reach. John slammed the door and locked it again. 
A Mao took an arm each and they marched me of down the passage. 
‘She’s fit, your Chinky bird, I’ll say that.’ John’s voice was full of malice, ‘I’m 
gonna ask Siemens if I can have a turn with her when we’ve finished with you.’ 
‘You fucking touch her and I’ll…’ He turned and danced backwards, slapping 
me in the face. 
‘You’ll fucking what?’ 
‘Kill you.’ I said. He was overjoyed with this. 
‘Yeah, that’s right. You’ll fucking kill me. Yeah. Good one.’ We’d turned left as 
the corridor followed the perimeter of the courtyard. We passed through a big kitchen 
with a huge old range, along another corridor, up a curving stone staircase, and into 
what must have been the entrance hall of the house. The light was dull, and the place 
looked dank and half derelict.  
In the hall two more men in Mao suits were sitting on the floor. They were 
drawing on the walls with charcoal, pattern after pattern after pattern. The skin was 
dry and tight on their faces and hands. One seemed to have a massive black wound on 
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the back of his head; or at least, it was there for a second, then it disappeared. There 
was a blank, far away look in their yellow eyes. 
‘Fucking zombies,’ John said, and he spat theatrically. They turned to watch us 
go past. One of them closed his eyes and collapsed backwards, his head smashing 
onto the wooden floor. 
‘We are not zombies,’ said the one holding my right arm, in a thick Mittel-
European accent. His voice was dry, rasping. We turned through double doors into a 
big room to the right of the hall. It had threadbare carpet and a couple of wrecked 
chairs in the middle. The walls were a pale blue and the alleged zombies had been 
hard at work covering every inch within reach with their scrawls and sketches. 
‘What are you then, Fritz?’ 
‘We are soldiers. We are here to help the Herr Doctor and, if the Herr Doctor 
instructs me, I will kill you, John. I will tear you into pieces. I very sincerely hope this 
happens.’ We came to a halt at another double door in the back wall of the room.  
‘Fucking zombies,’ John repeated, and then knocked on the door. 
‘Wait and see what happens, John,’ Fritz said. 
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These rooms had high ceilings. It was like a stately home, or something 
approaching one, but very run down, and barely furnished at all. The tall windows had 
shutters, some of which were closed, others half open. The long, ragged curtains were 
half drawn. There was an assortment of bookshelves and tables – not, evidently, 
original fittings – and books and papers scattered and heaped in a way that put me in 
mind of Solly’s flat.  
‘Come in, Christian. Come in, please.’ Siemens was at a huge desk in the middle 
of the room. The light was poor, and he was working by an anglepoise lamp which lit 
his face from below, and while this gave him a melodramatically sinister aspect, he 
actually sounded like a GP, like somebody’s family doctor. I almost expected him to 
ask me what the problem was. He gave me a welcoming half-smile; his eyes twinkled, 
and he oozed affability. The effect was most disconcerting. ‘Pull up a chair, Christian. 
John, get the boy a chair.’  
John ungraciously complied and brought over an upholstered dining chair from 
which the seat stuffing spilled. The Mao/zombies let go of me, and when I remained 
standing, prodded me toward the seat. It creaked under my weight. 
‘You’ve been having quite an adventure, Christian, or so I hear.’ Siemens said. His 
eyes glittered with amusement. 
‘Well I’m glad you think it’s funny.’  
‘Not in the least. No, you misunderstand me. This is a very serious matter. I’ve 
been hearing about your travels. There are people in America hunting high and low 
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for you. They’re under the impression that I have something to do with your 
disappearance.’ 
‘You do.’  
He paused briefly, almost, but not quite, registering annoyance, before chuckling 
and continuing. ‘No, they think you are something to do with me, or my associates, 
but then they think that about everything. You have, or have had, in your possession a 
very important document. They know that I have also been looking for it; looking for 
it for a long time. I don’t know if you know what it is. Do you have any idea?’ I said 
nothing. ‘It’s not widely known among book collectors or academics, but there are, 
nevertheless, a group of very dedicated – how can I put this? – specialists amongst 
whom it has been something of a holy grail …’ he laughed as though this should mean 
something to me, ‘so to speak.’ 
‘They’re willing to fucking kill for it, if that’s what you mean. What’s happened to 
Solly anyway, you shit?’ 
John stepped up. ‘Do you want me to teach the little fucker some manners, Doc?’ 
he asked. 
‘No, no, John, I’m sure that won’t be necessary. The lad’s probably a little 
traumatised. Can we all moderate our language? I’m sure if I simply explain the 
situation to him, he and Miss van Eyck will be more than happy to help us. Mr 
Solomon, unfortunately, as I intimated at your flat, is no longer with us. A tragic loss. 
He was one of the finest scholars in my area, though he had been out of circulation for 
some considerable time.’ 
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‘What have you done to him?’ 
‘Me? Why, nothing. In fact, John here tried to resuscitate the poor man, didn’t you, 
John?’ 
‘Err, yeah,’ John said. ‘Yeah. That’s right.’ 
‘John went to his house and found that the poor man had collapsed,’ Siemens 
continued. ‘He tried to revive him, and called for the ambulance and the police. This 
must have been shortly after you left for America. Did he seem at all ill the last time 
you spoke to him?’ 
‘He wasn’t well,’ I said. 
‘More so than usual?’ 
‘Not especially, no.’ 
‘Well, I suspect he may have had other visitors who may have frightened him, and 
he was very, very old.’ He got up, walked round the desk, then leaned against it, 
facing me, with his hands behind his back. ‘Do you have any idea how old he was, 
Christian?’ 
‘I don’t know. About eighty? Bit older?’ 
‘Oh, much, much older. I’d say he was a hundred and fifty at least.’ 
‘That’s ridiculous …’ I said. He shushed me. He reached back over the desk, 
picked up a packet of Benson & Hedges, and flipped the top open. 
‘Naughty, naughty, Doc,’ said John. 
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‘You’ll have to hide them from me better, John. I’ll never manage to give up if 
you don’t.’ He looked at me with curiosity as he leant against the desk again and lit a 
cigarette. He took a long draw and exhaled slowly. 
‘I’d like to tell you a story; something that happened quite a long time ago. It was 
in Vienna at the beginning of the century. Do you know about Vienna? The Austro-
Hungarian Empire? The Habsburgs?’  
I nodded, uncertain where he was going with this. He took another drag on his 
cigarette, shifted against the desk and sighed.  
‘A little,’ I said.  
‘A little. Do they teach anything in schools nowadays? Well take it from me, it 
was an extraordinary place, a wonderful time of artistic innovation, scientific inquiry: 
the Secession, Schiele, Schoenberg, and Freud, of course, and so on, and so on. A lot 
of Jews, you know. In fact, the whole city was awash with clever little Jews.’ He 
paused a moment to lick his lips, looked from one to the other of the Mao/zombies. 
‘These gentlemen don’t mind my mentioning this fact – do you, gentlemen? – because 
it is indisputable, and these clever little Jews made an extraordinary contribution to 
the cultural life of that wonderful, vibrant city.’ 
He chuckled, and I looked behind me at the Mao/zombies. Weird as they looked 
they were unmistakably tense. I got the sense that they were not amused. Fritz’s jaw 
was set and he stared straight ahead. 
‘They’re not quite ready, I think,’ Siemens said, ‘to accept this – eh John? – 
despite all evidence to the contrary.’ 
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‘No, Doc. They don’t seem to be able to move with the times.’  
‘You’ve had your disappointments though, gentlemen, so I mustn’t tease you 
further. They came from Berlin, you see. And they are very loyal; have a very strong 
attachment to the idea of duty. I admire this quality. That notwithstanding, the Jews 
were very influential in the realm of the arts, but also, and more important from our 
point of view, in my field, which, you understand, or I hope you will come to 
understand, involves the unravelling of the mysteries of life and of creation. 
‘You seem a little puzzled.’ He turned his full attention to me. ‘Am I confusing 
you. I’ll try to explain more clearly. There were bookshops in Vienna at the turn of the 
century, highly specialist bookshops, and a thriving community, a ‘scene’, if you will, 
of likeminded individuals all seeking after the same truths. Many were of the Hebraic 
tendency, others, though intent on quarrying out the same species of insight, were 
much more – how can I put this? – ideologically driven. Do you have any idea what 
I’m talking about? No? The ONT? No? Aryan paganism? Oh dear. You fellows really 
haven’t done your homework at all, have you? 
 ‘Safe to say, however, Vienna was what you might call these days a multicultural 
melting pot; though that’s not to say that harmony always prevailed. The Jews were 
not the half of it. The Slavs mistrusted the Germans; the Germans were fearful of 
Slavic pollution; the Hungarians and the gypsies … well, you get the picture. There 
were people of many traditions, of many races, working in my field covering more or 
less the same ground. Their mutual interests outweighed the animosities and rivalries. 
There was even one notable individual, an artist aspirant, a modestly competent water-
colourist of sentimental scenes – certainly no Expressionist – whose rejection by the 
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academy, the establishment, or whatever monolith he imagined impeded his rise, we 
know was to have profound consequences for, well, everyone. I think even you must 
know of whom we speak. Yes?’  
‘No,’ I said. 
‘A failed painter in Vienna just before the First World War?’ he said, carefully 
emphasising every word. 
‘Oh, yeah, I get you.’ 
‘Good. You do know some history, then. There was one particular book dealer in 
the city at this time. It was down by the river, in the part of town untouched by the 
Emperor’s improving schemes, a dusty, musty little place specialising in antiquarian 
volumes. It was never really busy, but had a regular clientele of stooping old men in 
dark coats and broad hats, all hunched from poring over their books, who would arrive 
and spend whole afternoons there, in discussion with the proprietor. Occasionally 
young men would arrive, furtive and nervous, to ask for some specific tome, some 
alchemical treatise they’d heard rumours of; but the proprietor would stall them, evade 
their questions, even feign ignorance of whatever subject had brought them there. 
They’d have to persist, to return on a number of occasions, before he would give them 
the slightest attention. They had to demonstrate some sort of commitment. As I say, in 
this field, there is no shortage of dilettantes, pretenders, and charlatans. It’s a quick 
and easy way for people to make themselves seem exotic,’ he gave me an arch look, 
‘make themselves feel interesting.’ 
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I noticed John had found a chair and seated himself. The zombies stood almost to 
attention. I thought they could probably do that for a very long time. The only 
movement was from the little shivers of motion on their skin. I was becoming 
accustomed to their strangeness, or maybe it was fatigue; but now I was beginning to 
worry about Yuuko, still alone in the cell with the real and immediate horror of Baby. 
Siemens didn’t break his stride though; he kept up the monologue:   
‘At the back of the shop, which wasn’t large, by any means, but had a fair stock of 
volumes dating back to the sixteenth century and beyond; at the back of the shop, by 
the proprietor’s desk, was a heavy curtain. This screened off another smaller room. 
The goods in this area were of an altogether different order.’ He flourished his 
cigarette as if indicating the walls of the place he was describing. ‘Shelves covered 
every wall but in the middle of the room was a table surrounded by an assortment of 
dining chairs. There were ashtrays on the table, usually full of cigar butts and half-
smoked cheroots, and glasses, invariably unwashed, for brandy. This annexe was used 
after hours. When the shop door was locked for the evening, a group of the most 
regular visitors would gather in here to discuss esoteric matters, their latest findings, 
and the implications thereof. This group were avid correspondents with other like-
minded souls around the world, in Egypt, India, the Middle and Far East, in the New 
World – New England, I shouldn’t wonder. 
‘Anyway, on most nights it was the venue for an assembly of at least some of these 
adepts, shall we call them, these illuminated fellows, and one such conclave was about 
to commence on a fairly ordinary autumn evening. The proprietor was about to lock 
the door when a younger member of the fraternity arrived. He had a friend with him, 
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who he said he could vouch for, and would it be possible for this man, who he said 
was a keen student of occult matters, to join them for the evening. The proprietor, 
though unimpressed by the sallow-faced individual, consulted those three or four 
sages already assembled and granted them entry. The new visitor was the self-same 
water-colourist I mentioned earlier.’ 
  ‘It was Hitler, wasn’t it? I get it. Poor starving artist Hitler. We did it in history. 
And it made him hate the Jews worse, or something,’ I said. I was completely 
knackered by now, and his rambling was, quite frankly, doing my head in. ‘And yeah, 
he met some occultist who showed him his destiny. I read that in a coffee-table book I 
bought in a remainder shop. It’s hardly the mysteries of fucking antiquity. What has 
this got to do with anything?’ 
I was starting to shout. Siemens looked genuinely taken aback. 
‘Yes, you’re right: it was Hitler. No, he wasn’t poor. No, he wasn’t starving. The 
significance is that one of the assembled sages that evening was your friend Mr 
Solomon. I’m trying to help you to understand that we are on your side; that we mean 
you no harm. If you know what we are about, I’m sure you’ll want to help us.’ 
‘If you mean us no harm, why have you locked me and my friend up with that 
thing?’ I pointed in what seemed like the direction of the cell. ‘And why did you let 
him hit us?’ I indicated John, who rocked his chair back on two legs and beamed at 
me. ‘And these. These. What in God’s name are they? They’re from Berlin? What 
does that mean?’  
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‘I apologise. We’ve been poor hosts, but I didn’t know quite where you stood, or 
how you would respond. As I’m sure you’ve ascertained from your trip to the United 
States, some of the people in my field are inclined to be more than a touch aggressive. 
I didn’t know how dangerous you and your friends were going to be.’ 
‘Not dangerous at all,’ I said. I could feel desperation creeping into my voice. ‘Let 
us go. We’re really the least dangerous people you’ve ever met. Honestly. Please. Let 
us go.’ 
Siemens lit another fag whilst he looked me over. 
‘You really think Hitler was a starving artist inspired by the occult?’ he said. 
I shrugged. ‘It’s what it said in that book.’ 
‘Oh dear. You know even less about this than I expected. That’s the very worst 
sort of pulp tripe.’ He took a deep drag on his cigarette. ‘No, he came to this meeting 
with your friend Mr Solomon …’ 
‘How could he? This was – what? – before the first world war. 1910? 1912? Solly 
would have been a little boy.’ 
‘I’m telling the truth. You’ve seen impossible things. You have to believe me; he 
was at very least a hundred and fifty years old. Look, look, my friends here have died 
once already. I brought them back …’ 
‘Please let us go.’ 
‘How did you escape from Anatole? The Brotherhood?’ 
‘I don’t know who you’re talking about.’ 
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‘You killed Anatole’s giant. He was furious. I had him bawling down the 
telephone for hours. The Brotherhood’s agents – and I use the term very loosely – 
their agents pursued you across New England. They are homicidal lunatics, and yet 
you evaded them. Are you telling me you had no recourse to magic?’ 
‘No.’ 
‘Why did Solomon entrust such a very important document to you?’ 
‘Because we were going to America anyway. Because he was old and going senile. 
I don’t know. He just did.’ 
‘Good grief, from what I’ve heard of him, I always assumed he was a very astute 
judge of character. Take Hitler, for instance: Solomon saw through him immediately, 
saw him for the provincial dullard he was, sent him packing into the night. Adolf had 
read a few pamphlets by Liebenfelz and the like, and duly considered himself an 
expert in the field, as I suppose he did in every area of learning. The fact is though, the 
man was a half-wit, albeit a manipulative and power-hungry half-wit.’ 
I heard movement behind me. The zombies were rocking on their feet. Fritz took a 
step forward. 
‘I’m sorry, gentlemen, but we’ve been through this before. If he was the great 
leader you fondly imagine, why did he lead you into catastrophe? He left your beloved 
country at the mercy of its enemies, and brought down nothing but chaos and 
destruction upon your heads. You, personally, sacrificed yourselves for nothing. I 
apologise, young man.’ He addressed me directly. ‘I’ve gone over this with them on 
several occasions. I’m afraid they were loyal and conscientious members of their 
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regiment – and the Schutzstaffel were especially and scrupulously loyal – so it upsets 
them to hear the truth.’ He turned back to them. ‘I am immensely grateful to you, as 
well you know, and I’m certain you did what was honourable given very difficult 
circumstances. As you also know, you were sold down the river by that ridiculous 
little man. You deserved better. When you return to the oneness it will be under very 
different conditions, be assured. This time you will be able to rest easy, knowing that 
you have been part of an entirely successful, and, yes, honourable enterprise, and 
furthermore, you will have helped bring about a greater understanding of your racial 
beginnings, and thereby impressed upon the world, in the most unequivocal fashion, 
the superiority of your genetic inheritance.’ 
The zombies seemed placated by this speech and stood at ease. They didn’t even 
blink when John sneered and mouthed ‘fucking zombies’ at them. 
‘I feel for them, really, I do. They long to return to death. It’s a very disturbing 
experience resurrection, to be summoned from the oneness of the ethereal plane. 
We’ve talked about it at length. They’ve very interesting stories to tell. The insights 
I’ve gained are truly remarkable. The poor fellows were quite restless, there on the 
other side, but they were not conscious, as we know consciousness, of it. It’s only on 
their return to the world of matter that they become aware of their predicament: quite 
paradoxical. When we have finished our work here, I will return them, and they will 
go to a more peaceful, well, sleep’s not the right word for it, but you know what I 
mean.’ 
‘No,’ I said. ‘I truly don’t know what you mean. I have no idea what you’re talking 
about, and I’m very tired. Please let us go.’ 
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Carling interrupted me. He’d been itching to do it. Wade sat quietly, his expression 
unchanging, but Carling was aching to butt in and interrogate me. 
‘They were dead SS soldiers?’ he said. ‘The bodies we found?’ 
I said I didn’t know about that.  
‘Of course you knew,’ he said. ‘That’s what the Schutzstaffel was. If you 
remember the word, you knew.’ He turned to Wade. ‘That’s why the corpses the fire 
brigade recovered were so old. Why, though? If he could resurrect people, why not 
just anybody? Just make some zombies, any old zombies, and make them do your 
bidding. Isn’t that what you do? Just raise up some corpses, and make ‘em your 
slaves? That’s what zombies are, isn’t it?’ 
‘I don’t know,’ I said. ‘I’m not a bloody expert like you’ 
‘You’re being a little bit disingenuous there, aren’t you,’ Wade said. ‘You know a 
good deal more than you’re letting on. I’m getting tired of this. Why don’t you stop 
treating us like idiots and tell us what happened and exactly what you do know? Were 
they some special unit? Was he trying to bring back the Third Reich?’ 
‘What? Like the Red Skull or something?’ I said. 
‘What does that mean?’ Wade asked Carling. ‘Is this something else you haven’t 
told me about?’ 
Carling shook his head. ‘No. It’s a comic book character. He’s being funny.’ 
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‘Yeah. He had a flying saucer under the ice cap,’ I said, ‘and the Spear of Destiny 
stuffed up his arse. Alright. They were the fucking SS. Let’s go with that. Can I 
finish?’ Carling briefly fingered the handgun on the table, but Wade told me to 
continue.  
‘Thank you. He told me that Solly had been at this meeting in the bookshop and 
had sent Young Adolf away with a flea in his ear. He seemed to think this was when 
Adolf added Freemasons to his list of undesirables, but his main point, as far as I 
could tell, was that despite being Jewish, Solly continued to associate with ultra-right 
wing pagan headcases who he should, by rights, have run a mile from. They were all 
racing about searching for things – lost artefacts, the hidden wisdom of the fucking 
ages – and our document was one of them. There was other stuff about pre-history and 
the way the world moves in cycles; and how we’re not all descended from apes, but 
from beings that were better than humans. Giants. Real super giant supermen. That’s 
what he believed anyway. ‘ 
‘And he just sat you down and told you all this? A nice cosy chat with Dr Siemens. 
Lovely,’ Carling said. 
‘His interrogation techniques may just have been a bit more sophisticated than 
you’re used to in the Met, mate,’ I said. ‘After twenty four hours of listening to that 
mad bastard rambling on, me and Yu – I mean Yuuko, not you – we would have told 
him anything if we could. The only obstacle to that was that we didn’t know what he 
wanted to know. Frankly, the longer I spend in your company the less I want to tell 
you about anything. No. They took me back to the cell, took her, gave her the same 
treatment, then swapped again. Threats on the way there and back from the delightful 
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John, and then hours of him talking. Nice as pie, he was. Charming. As I say, after 
twenty-four hours you felt as though he was on your side. Sleep deprivation, absolute 
terror, and cosy fireside chats; it’s a heady fucking mix.’ 
‘Makes sense, I suppose,’ Wade said. ‘He made a tidy living selling Snake Oil to 
pensioners. We interviewed enough of them, and it’s true, they all loved him.’ 
‘I’ll give you a for-instance,’ I said. ‘He nearly had me convinced that his mate 
John had tried to help Solly; that it was all an accident. Do you think John 
administered first aid?’ 
Carling snorted. ‘Not unless pulling out your fingernails helps your circulation.’ 
‘Exactly. Anyway, they marched us up and down to his office room and he talked 
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Siemens finished up the first interview by asking, very gently, where the 
Manuscript was, where LeRoi was, what we’d done with it, and what we’d thought 
about doing with it. I was very tired, very hungry and completely disorientated.  
‘Take him away and bring the girl,’ he said. The zombies eased me from the seat 
with hands tucked under my arms. Even through my clothes I could feel their flesh 
squirming. As we moved through the house we saw the off-duty zombies were busy 
with their drawing. There was an air of desperation about them, obsessively scratching 
away. I saw the same figures and designs repeated over and over again. One turned 
and stared at us as we passed; the expression on his youthful/decaying face was 
pitiful. 
John chirped up again as we went.  
‘That’s told you lot again. You know he’s right, don’t you,’ he said. Then to me: 
‘All them fuckers are obsessed with resurrecting their precious fucking Führer. Can’t 
seem to grasp he was a busted flush when he was alive, let alone since he croaked. I 
used to think like that, mate. Not any more. Not since the good doctor enlightened 
me.’ He was walking ahead of us, waving his arms as he held forth. I felt Fritz release 
my arm and push past me. ‘I mean, apart from anything else he topped his self. 
Fucking coward’s way out. But then he wasn’t the only one …’ 
He was cut short mid-sermon as Fritz grabbed him by the throat, pinned him to the 
wall and said, ‘I am very bored now with your opinions. Please desist from sharing 
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them.’ He pressed hard as John choked and squirmed and grabbed at his arm. ‘Thank 
you.’ He let him down. 
John coughed and rubbed at his neck. ‘Just a bit of badinage, Fritz, mate, just 
having a bit of a laugh,’ he said. 
‘Well, don’t have a laugh; and my name is not Fritz; and I am not your “mate”.’  
‘Alright, alright. Come on. We’ve to let the chain out a couple of links. Let’s get 
on with it.’ 
They pushed me into the cell corner with Yuuko. Baby was quite agitated by my 
return. I grabbed hold of Yu and we hugged. I asked if she was okay. We were trying 
to reassure each other, but it wasn’t really working. I think we were both crying, as 
Baby thumped at his chain.  
John told Fritz to keep Baby away from him while he fixed the chain. 
‘Does the doctor want us to feed him?’ Fritz asked. 
‘Nah. He’s nastier when he’s hungry; just keep him away from me.’ Fritz had 
produced a long baton from somewhere and used it to poke the snarling thing into the 
far corner. It mewled and hissed at him. John unscrewed a shackle on the wall, let out 
Baby’s chain a couple of links, and then screwed it back up again.  
‘Keep him there,’ he shouted as he tightened it up, but the zombie stepped away 
before he could finish and Baby lunged at him. He leapt for the door as quickly as he 
could, but Baby caught hold of his trouser leg. In panic John grabbed at Fritz and, 
with a rip of fabric, managed to pull free. Baby yanked at its chain.  
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‘You mad fucker,’ John shouted.  
‘Calm down, I also was making a joke with you.’ 
‘Bastard,’ John said. ‘Bring the girl.’ 
The other zombie grabbed Yuuko and pulled her away from me.  
‘It’s alright,’ I said. ‘They won’t hurt you.’  
‘I wouldn’t bet on that,’ John said. 
They slammed the door behind them and I was alone with the now-animated 
abomination at the other end of the room. I pressed myself against the wall as far from 
Baby as I could get, and for the next two or three hours remained there, watching it 
pacing backwards and forwards, and making the occasional sally up the cell only to be 
jerked up short by its chain. Every so often I’d nod off only to be awakened by a 
scuffle or chink as the horror tried to get at me. 
They brought Yuuko back, and we were left together again. It was difficult to say 
how the time was going, but when they came and hauled me out again it was dark. 
Siemens used more or less the same method on Yuuko – talk, talk, talk, talk, 
questions – but the threats against her from John on the way to and from Siemens’ 
study were more explicit, and of a sexual nature, naturally. With her Siemens talked 
more about magic and less about Solly. He seemed to be aware that she was more 
familiar with that sort of stuff, which gave the distinct impression that he knew a lot 
about us, although it could have been just educated guessing.  
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On my second interview he told me how Solly had been involved with people 
connected to the Ahnenerbe, how there were others ‘in his field’ who refused to 
believe that man was descended from the lower primates who had combed the world 
for evidence of the god-men who were our true antecedents. He told me how the 
ethereal world – spirit, in effect – and the material world were more intimately 
connected than our poor little earth-bound scholars could imagine. He suggested that 
great leaps could be made in the scientific realm if only research could make the leap 
of imagination and embrace sorcery. 
‘Look! See,’ he said, ‘even with my necessarily circumscribed knowledge and 
capability, what I have been able to achieve.’ He indicated Fritz and his colleague.  
He sent John out for more fags, then continued pontificating and smoking, telling 
me about ‘matter and spirit reunited through pure mental energy, pure will.’ There 
was digression about cloning: ‘Science-fiction, years away, but you see what we’ve 
been able to achieve – because we embrace magic.’ The best conventional bio-
technologists could muster were a few frogs and fruit flies. ‘Even poor silly Anatole – 
with my help of course – managed it. You saw his effort. It’s a pity he couldn’t have 
looked after it better.’ 
This led to a further rambling aside about how angry Anatole was. ‘He’s still 
absolutely furious, you know. I’ve had him on the telephone again, completely 
convinced that you and your friends are my instruments. You could help, of course. 
You could join us. Only let us know where you’ve hidden my document. You’d find 
our work utterly fascinating; the insights into the workings of the universe, even for a 
  281 
layman like yourself, would be …’ He seemed perpetually enraptured by his own 
voice. ‘An offer like this isn’t to be sniffed at. Just tell us where it is.’ 
I had that heady, swooshy feeling – worse than acid – brought on by exhaustion. 
Siemens rambling, the journeys from cell to his office, the mad decor of the zombie 
artists: it was like one massive hallucination.  
‘LeRoi has it,’ I said. ‘I’m sure we could find him. Please. Let us go.’ 
‘Where might he be?’ 
‘I don’t know.’ 
‘Take him away again.’  
‘No. We can help.’ 
‘Do you have an address we might find him at?’ 
‘His home?’ 
‘Take him away.’ 
And back I went. John gave me some of the gruesome details of how Siemens had 
kidnapped some woman and impregnated her; how the gestation was long and 
difficult and painful.  
‘It must have been like carrying an elephant,’ he said. ‘Anyway, they had to carve 
her open to deliver the little bundle of joy.’ He seemed to relish this story, and I 
started to get really frightened for Yuuko. I got the impression that he didn’t like 
women – any women – one jot. 
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They let Baby’s chain out another couple of links and then took Yuuko away 
again. By the time she was delivered back to the cell, we were nearly hysterical, both 
crying and shaking, even though, up to that point, they hadn’t physically hurt us. 
  
 
‘They made you two look like rank amateurs,’ I said. ‘Siemens talked, John 
threatened, Baby prowled around and stopped us sleeping, and Fritz and his pals just 
freaked us out. Within about twelve hours of being picked up, I would have told them 
anything. The only problem, as I say, was that I didn’t have the particular bit of 
information that they wanted.’ 
‘Right,’ said Wade, ‘but as you were so keen to have me understand, this isn’t an 
interrogation, and as you may or may not be aware, the British police don’t use 
monsters, or dead people, to put the frighteners on villains even if they’ve been ever 
so naughty.’ 
‘Fair dos.’  




‘To the Himalayas.’ 
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‘That might have come up. Tibet. Nepal. Something like that?’ 
‘You know what I’m talking about?’ 
‘We were very tired and very confused by the time those fuckers had finished with 
us. He talked and talked. Some of it made sense; some of it didn’t. I can’t remember.’ 
‘You might as well tell us now. It’ll save time.’ 
‘Here’s what I think. I think I’m doing all the telling. John and Fritz and his chum 
were just dragging me back to the office for another bout of Siemens’ verbal 
dysentery, when another bloody zombie appeared in the passage and started going on 
to Fritz in German and they had a big old conflab, while I’m being pinned to the wall 
by the throat, and then they turned me round and marched me back to the cell. John’s 
going, “You feed baby” and I’ll sort this out. They chuck me in the cell, twenty 
minutes later, Fritz comes back, throws Baby a leg of something large and raw, which 
he set about with gusto. Then John comes back with a bottle of water, half a loaf of 
bread and two tin plates of stew, says, “That’s my fucking dinner. I’ll take that out of 
you two later,” and pisses off. We’re left in the gloom, with Baby gnarling away at his 
raw meat, and we don’t see any body for hours. 
‘Now, I think I’ve done an elegant sufficiency of the telling for a while. Why don’t 
you tell me where they went, and where you found LeRoi? Ooh, and maybe why 
you’re interested in the Himalayas.’ 
‘We found him eventually, in Hackney,’ Wade said, ‘going into the Pembury 
Estate. He was on his way to see another friend of yours.’ 
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‘I don’t have any friends … ah, Biggins, ‘ I said. 
‘Yeah, that’s right. It took us, what?’ He looked at Carling for confirmation. ‘Forty 
eight, thirty six hours? 
‘About that,’ Carling said. ‘From when the landlord called in.’ 
‘Yes, he gave us the run around for quite a while. The first time we made contact 
was when he came back to the flat while Jim was there.’ 
‘I didn’t hear him coming up the stairs,’ Carling said. ‘I was going through some 
items in the workshop, and by the time I noticed him, he’d already seen me and 
legged it.’ 
‘It’s okay,’ I said. ‘You don’t have to justify yourself to me.’ This really hacked 
him off. 
‘Anyway,’ Wade said. ‘He was spotted coming out of the Pembury the same 
morning we missed him. Then he went to ground for two whole days. You don’t know 
where he might have been hiding, do you?’ I shook my head. ‘Not that it matters. I’m 
just curious.’ 
I imagined LeRoi in his peacock finery and tried to work out how anyone who 
dressed like that could possibly have evaded notice for more than five minutes, then I 
remembered that he would still have been in his Wal-Mart disguise. 
‘No,’ I said. ‘He was a mystery to us as well. He used to disappear on a fairly 
regular basis. Just for a couple of days. I suppose he had friends we didn’t even know 
about.’ 
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‘Well, we got a call from uniform,’ Wade said, ‘that he’d been seen going into the 
estate, or Jim did and he came and collected me.’ 
‘Why didn’t you just get the uniform to bring him in?’ I asked. 
‘Oh ho. Aren’t we quite the junior detective?’ Carling said. ‘Because I asked them 
– very nicely, mind – not to; and I had a pretty good idea where he was going.’ 
‘Why didn’t you go and see Biggins first time he was spotted, then? If you knew 
where he’d been?’ I said. 
‘Christ, you’re a know-all,’ he said. ‘It doesn’t always work like that. It’s not 
fucking Kojak.’ 
‘In any case,’ Wade said, ‘when we got there, your friend was engaged in a heated 
discussion with Mr Biggins, Bartlett, whatever you call him.’ 
‘And he didn’t see us coming this time.’ Carling said, with a note of triumph. 
‘So, you took him into custody,’ I said. 
‘Not exactly.’ 
‘You had no intention of taking him into custody, did you?’ 
‘That’s not exactly fair,’ he said. ‘We were going to run him in, but not quite 
straight away.’ 
‘You knew what he had all the time.’ 
‘Never mind what we knew. You’re just lucky we found him, and you’re even 
luckier we found him where we did.’ 
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‘It’s true,’ Wade said. ‘If we hadn’t found him in Bartlett’s flat, we’d never have 
found you. You’d have been dead before we got there.’ 
‘So, what was he doing at Biggins’ place?’ I said. 
‘He’d lodged your document with Bartlett,’ Wade said, ‘for safe keeping, while 
they looked for someone to sell it to.’ 
‘The little shit.’ 
‘Quite,’ said Carling. ‘But as soon as your boy left the flat, Mr Biggins knew 
exactly who to call …’ 
‘Siemens?’  
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That was why they left us, then – a phone call from Biggins. When it came in they 
lost interest in us, chucked us back in the cell and left us with good old Baby, who 
now had something to eat and had also, temporarily, lost interest in us. We ate John’s 
dinner, and, I think, both slept. I certainly lost consciousness.  
When I came round, Baby was stripping the last sinews from his bone, then he 
settled down in the corner and went to sleep. We speculated about whether we could 
overpower him, but neither of us was feeling brave enough, and anyway, what the hell 
would we do when the rest of Siemens’ menagerie came for us again. We had no 
doubt that they would, though we did now wonder what new strategy they’d employ 
to extract the information we didn’t have from us. We tried to work out what we could 
offer them. Perhaps offer to help locate LeRoi, accepting an escort. Maybe if one of us 
stayed in their van, the other could chase round East London. Eventually we slept 
again. 
We were – all three of us – roused from our slumbers sometime after dark by a 
clattering in the corridor. John and the zombies arrived back. They were very active: 
all Mary Poppins, spit spot, let’s get things done. Fritz and one of his mates 
unshackled Baby from the wall. He was quite compliant, I suppose because his belly 
was full, but they kept him on the chain and encouraged him with batons. We stuck 
tight in the corner. As they passed, they let the chain slacken and Baby lunged at us, 
before being yanked back and given a couple of sharp raps on the legs. Fritz and his 
chum laughed at us. 
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John beckoned us out and another pair of the undead went into the cell with a yard 
brush and shovel. 
‘Make it a bit nicer for you,’ John said. ‘Be like the fucking Dorchester.’ 
He let us use a toilet, then took us out into the yard, ‘for a breather.’ The cool 
evening air was lovely. It was alarming how quickly I’d become used to the foetid 
stench in the cell. 
‘You’re very lucky children,’ John told us. ‘The good doctor has found what he 
wanted.’ 
‘So we can go home, then,’ Yuuko said. 
‘Ooh, I wouldn’t go that far,’ he said. Two of the zombies were walking Baby 
around the perimeter of the courtyard, whacking him occasionally to keep him in line. 
John offered us cigarettes, which we accepted.  
‘If he’s got what he wanted, why can’t we go?’ I said. 
‘Well, it’s not that simple,’ he said. ‘Not really. Mind you, if you knew what was 
going to happen, you wouldn’t want to go anyway. You don’t know how fucking 
lucky you are.’ 
We tried to reason with him, but he just laughed, and when I moved towards him, 
not in a threatening way even, he gave a signal and an arm clamped around my neck. 
‘Don’t get silly now,’ he said. ‘Not too long to wait and you’re in for a real treat.’  
At the far side of the courtyard I saw Baby squat again, then one of the zombies went 
past with his shovel and brush. 
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‘That’s it, mate,’ John shouted after him, ‘Show us your elite fucking combat 
skills. Get that steaming pile cleared up.’  
I felt the arm around my neck tense.  
‘Are you sure,’ I said, ‘it’s a good idea, to be winding this lot up?’ 
‘ Nah, mate,’ he said. ‘They’re okay really. Come on,’ he called across the yard, 
‘let’s get these fuckers put away. I want my dinner.’ He turned back to me. ‘S’alright, 
they don’t eat brains or anything. They just do what the doctor says. Loyal, aren’t 




  290 
32 
From the cell we could hear a lot of coming and going. Everyone was busy, busy, 
busy. We were fed twice, during this period of activity, led to the kitchen by Fritz and 
one of the others, and given soup and bread at a table. John had lightened up 
considerably.  
‘Now you’ll see something, you lucky people. Now you’ll fucking see something,’ 
he said, as he hustled past us, carrying a cardboard box. He seemed chirpy, but then I 
caught him staring at Yuuko, licking his teeth. His dead little eyes were looking her up 
and down in a horribly calculating fashion. I could see he was a man you should 
never, ever trust. 
Baby was kept fed, and this made him much less aggressive, and his chain had 
been shortened a bit, but he still made the occasional sally up the cell to try and get at 
us. Each time it sent a panic through me. 
We still couldn’t really tell how long we’d been there, though we speculated about 
this, and what was going on outside; what had brought about the change in attitude of 
our hosts; who, or what in God’s name, our hosts were. Yuuko confirmed to me that I 
wasn’t seeing things with the zombies, that their faces and hands kept changing 
texture, and that they sometimes looked in the bloom of youth and, at others, like 
corpses. We avoided one subject, namely whether we’d ever get out of there alive. 
 We tossed around a few ideas about how we could make an escape, but neither of 
us could come up with anything that sounded like a sensible, or a viable plan; and 
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when the subject took a maudlin turn, we drifted into silence, and, relatively confident 
that Baby couldn’t get at us, tried grab some more kip. 
We were all three asleep when they roused us the last time. It was dark outside. 
There was the clatter of keys, the creak of the door, and then the light came on.  
‘Wakey-wakey. Come on, you muppets.’ It was John. He was thumping on the 
door as he shouted. ‘Come on, Baby. Get your smelly arse up. We’ve got a treat for 
you tonight, boys and girls. You’re gonna see something nobody’s ever seen before in 
the fucking history of fucking humanity.’ 
There were four zombies. They were all in uniform now, proper pukka SS 
uniforms, with the SS flashes and everything. Two of them were black, though, and 
the other two green. Fritz and his mate hauled me and Yuuko to our feet. The other 
two took charge of Baby, who growled and snarled and spat at them. They whacked 
him into submission.  
‘C’mon, Baby, mate, be a good lad. Sort your fucking self out.’ John was close to 
delirious. He beamed and leered at us. ‘You’ll fucking love this. You have no idea 
how much you’re going to love this, mate. Look at these buggers, all done up like the 
dog’s proverbial. Very smart, Fritzy.’ 
Fritz ignored him. On a closer inspection, I realised that the uniforms didn’t fit all 
that well and were probably from a theatrical costumier. ‘Spent too long with her and 
LeRoi,’ I thought. ‘They’re going to kill us; why am I even noticing the quality of 
their clothes?’  
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They shoved us out into the corridor. Yuuko managed to get near enough to me to 
whisper, ‘If you get a chance, run. Something’s not right.’ I remember thinking that’s 
an understatement before John gave me a slap on the back of the head and pushed me 
forward. 
‘No talking in the corridor, children, ‘he shouted. ‘Form a crocodile. C’mon move 
yourselves.’ 
We made our way, in procession, back through the outbuildings and kitchen, a 
route horribly familiar now, and up the narrow staircase into the hall. The hall was lit 
up like Christmas, with a chandelier that I hadn’t even noticed before blazing away.  
Siemens was there to greet us. He was dressed in a flowing white robe, dolled up 
like an Egyptian priest from a Hammer film. I might have laughed if there hadn’t been 
a hand gripping my arm like grim death. Siemens wasn’t laughing either, but he too 
was radiant with happiness. It infected them all. Baby mewled and snorted 
contentedly. The zombies’ features appeared more stable. There were six of them in 
all now. They stood erect in their ill-fitting uniforms, their skin had an iridescent 
sheen, but on the whole they looked, well, considerably more human. 
‘You’ll be relieved to hear that we have found what we were looking for,’ Siemens 
said. 
‘Where’s LeRoi?’ I said. 
‘So you can let us go?’ Yuuko said, at almost the same time. 
Siemens shook his head. 
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‘I have no idea where your friend is, and, I’m afraid, I still need your help in a 
small matter,’ he said. 
‘Then we can go?’ Yuuko said. 
‘Then you can go. Of course,’ he said, without looking at either of us. ‘Though I’m 
fairly certain that you won’t want to leave.’ 
‘What makes you think that, you arsehole?’ she said. 
He looked at her as though she was a complete ingrate, or an idiot, or both. 
‘What are we to do with them, John? They have no curiosity, these youngsters. 
You give them the opportunity to see the wonder of the age, and all they want to do is 
skulk away to their shabby hovels. I despair. I really do.’ 
‘I know, Doc,’ John said. ‘You extend your hospitality to them, and they don’t 
fucking appreciate it, not one bit. Fuckers.’ 
‘Is everything ready now?’ 
‘Everything, sir. The zzz… boys have made a lovely job of it. Fritz here has been 
an absolute brick. No wonder they made him a fucking Obersturmbannführer.’ I felt 
Fritz’s hand clamp tighter on my arm. 
‘Gentlemen, please. It’s very important that we all work together, tonight of all 
nights. Set aside your differences and rejoice. Simply rejoice. Come along, we have 
work to do.’ He led the way to the double doors on the left hand side of the entrance 
hall, threw them open, then stepped back to gaze in admiration. ‘Gentlemen. You have 
excelled yourselves. This is perfect.’ 
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‘Just followed the instructions, Doc,’ John said. 
The room was lit by banks and banks of candles in wrought iron candelabra, and 
long black drapes hung on every wall. There was little ventilation so the room was 
smoky, but the smoke mingled with incense. They marched us in and closed the doors 
behind us. The fug from scented candles and censers was revolting, the light and heat 
from the candles gave me the sense that we’d walked into an antechamber of hell. I 
had the sinking feeling that this was it, curtains for the pair of us. I thought about 
LeRoi, wondered where he was, and hoped, for the briefest of moments, that he got 
what was coming to him for dropping us in this shit. Then it occurred to me that if 
Siemens had what he wanted LeRoi could already be dead, and that was not a happy 
thought. 
In the centre of the room, raised up on two wood blocks, was a huge stone coffin. 
It was carved on the sides with flowers, and a sinuous and stylised vine motif, hanging 
with bunches of grapes. 
‘Glorious,’ said Siemens. ‘You’ve done a wonderful job.’ 
Candelabra were spaced at intervals along the side of the room, incense burners 
hanging from them. At the back was a platform on which stood a heavy table, an 
assortment of candlesticks and yet more censers.  
In the centre, between all the other ecclesiastical gubbins, was one particular 
object that I recognised immediately. Gleaming deep green in the candlelight was the 
little glass bottle I’d seen on Solly’s mantelpiece, the one I’d wiped the dust from. 
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Siemens beckoned and the zombies dragged Yuuko and I toward this makeshift 
altar. ‘Oh Christ,’ I thought. ‘What are they going to do with us?’ They hauled us in 
front of the altar and forced us to kneel, then dragged each of us to one of two life-
sized crucifixes that flanked it. They were free-standing, bolted somehow to the room 
floor, and made from roughly hewn wood. Lengths of rope fed through holes at the 
end of the crosspiece with another through the upright. I started to struggle, but two of 
them took a tight hold on me, kicked my legs from under me, and pulled me, feet 
trailing, to the cross. They pinioned me to it. 
‘Best seats in the house,’ John stage-whispered to me as he looped the third cord 
around my neck. ‘No slouching, now, stand up straight.’ He bound my feet to the 
bottom of the pillar. I struggled but the whole thing was firmly fixed. 
Yuuko was shrieking and swearing at them, but they soon had her arms trussed up 
as well. Sure that I was secure, John dodged across the improvised temple. He 
evidently took great pleasure in tying the rope around her neck, and when he was sure 
I was watching, he reached round, put his hand on her breast, and winked at me again. 
‘Get your fucking grubby hands off me, you cunt,’ she bellowed. ‘Let us fucking 
go, you fucking bastards.’  
 I shouted across the room at him. Siemens raised his arms in the air. 
‘Ladies, gentlemen,’ he said. ‘This is a sacred space. Please control yourselves. 
Please. I will have you gagged, if I have to.’ 
Yuuko gave him some more abuse, and then lapsed into silence. Siemens 
beckoned John, who dragged a lectern out from behind Yuuko’s crucifix. It took a few 
  296 
attempts to get it positioned to Siemens’ satisfaction. When it was correctly placed, he 
went to the altar and gathered up our manuscript. He took this and set it on the lectern.  
The heat from the candles started to get to me. I thought, at this point, that I was 
going to faint, I felt so weak, and would have fallen to the ground, but the cord around 
my neck cut into my Adam’s apple and started to choke me. 
‘Bring him in now,’ Siemens called to the two zombies who had taken up position 
at the door. They left and Siemens, John and Fritz gathered in the space between the 
altar step and the sarcophagus. John held a piece of parchment for him and Siemens 
got down on his knees and started chalking out lines and symbols, occasionally 
referring to the diagram.  
I looked across at Yuuko. I felt like crying, but she just looked furious. I don’t 
know why, but this gave me heart. Maybe I just didn’t want to look like a tart in front 
of her. 
The two zombies reappeared carrying a sort of wooden stretcher, on which lay a 
brown object. They tried to bring it into the space where Siemens had been chalking, 
but he signalled them to back up, and they put the litter down. At an instruction from 
Siemens they lifted the brown thing. I could tell by the way they lifted it that it was 
very light, and when they upended it I saw what it was: the curled, wizened brown 
body of a man, or something like a man, but who, even in that shrivelled state, was as 
tall as the tallest of them. I could make out the arms and legs, but the head was 
pressed into the shoulder and the face was all smashed in. They manoeuvred it onto 
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the sarcophagus so that part of it was in the coffin but the legs overhung and stuck up 
in the air.  
When he was satisfied with the positioning, Siemens returned to the marking, John 
at his side holding up what were evidently instructions. This continued for a long 
while. I was sweating, and felt dizzier than ever.  
When they were done, Siemens surveyed his handiwork. He made a couple more 
adjustments and returned to the altar, where he picked up the green bottle. Light from 
the candles glinted on it.  
He brought it over to me, and John, at some signal, came to him, carrying a small 
medical bag. Two zombies joined them. Yuuko was shouting for them to leave me 
alone.  
‘If you’d be so good,’ Siemens said. He handed John the bottle, took the bag and 
pulled out a weird, ancient-looking piece of medical equipment, a glass syringe 
mounted on a stainless steel base with three long rubber tubes sprouting from the 
business end of it. One of these tubes finished in a long, hollow needle. ‘I’d like you 
to hold still a moment now. This won’t hurt if you don’t struggle.’ 
That, of course made me struggle. On a nod from Siemens, the zombies took hold 
of my arm and clamped it to the bar of the cross. Siemens set the device on top of the 
bar, wrapped a tourniquet around my upper arm, and dabbed the vein in the crook of 
my elbow with alcohol. 
‘Nice piece of kit that, Doc,’ John said. 
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‘Yes, good isn’t it. Tzanck. It’s practically an antique,’ he replied. He lined up the 
needle and pressed it into the vein. I almost passed out again, but this tightened the 
cord around my neck, and I came straight round.  
‘Don’t be such a baby,’ Siemens said. ‘It won’t take a moment. Flask, John.’  
He pressed the needle home, pulled on the syringe, turned a tap on the apparatus, 
pushed the plunger in again and the blood was forced out through one of the other 
tubes into Solly’s bottle. He repeated this procedure three or four times. Each time the 
dark line in the bottle rose a little higher. I passed out, choked, and woke again several 
times. He whipped the needle out with a flourish, then dabbed the wound. 
‘There. That wasn’t so bad was it? Right, the young lady.’ 
They performed the same operation on Yuuko, though this involved a lot more 
shouting. In the end, they stuffed cloth in her mouth and tightened the rope around her 
neck to make her shut up. 
When they were done John took the medical bag away, and Siemens replaced the 
flask, now three quarters full of our blood, on the altar. 
‘We’re almost ready,’ Siemens said. He addressed his little congregation: 
‘Gentlemen, prepare to meet your forebears, the noble progenitors of your blessèd 
race. We will, tonight, demonstrate to your satisfaction the god-like nature of your 
ancestry. I am so sorry that our previous experiments failed so miserably.’ He 
gestured at Baby, who was by the door, attended by one of the zombies, and quite 
preoccupied chewing at a bone. ‘Science, as you can see, has severe limitations, but 
tonight we will revive, for the first time in millennia, in aeons perhaps, one with direct 
  299 
lineage from the Asen and the Wanen: a walking, breathing, living deity. You may 
close the doors.’ 
The room was now burning hot, and the whole atmosphere more hallucinatory 
than ever. The zombies arrayed themselves around the space. John, in clean white T-
shirt and jeans, took up position by the lectern. Siemens took up a sheet of paper, 
studying it carefully and evidently comparing it with something on our manuscript. 
When he’d satisfied himself, he moved away and knelt in the centre of the diagrams 
he had chalked out on the floor. Checking his paper occasionally, he began to chant, 
falteringly at first, something utterly incomprehensible, but rhythmic and repetitive. 
He became more confident with each repetition, and eventually let the paper fall. The 
chant became louder and louder.  
This, the heat, and the scent of the incense made me feel more and more nauseous. 
It went on and on and on. His voice became so loud that it filled the whole cavernous 
space. It was as if it were amplified and distorted, or treated electronically.  
There also began a throbbing sound, which I couldn’t make out the source or 
nature of. It seemed as though it might be inside my head, but it could just as well 
have been coming from outside the room. 
In time, Siemens rose and moved to the altar. He took up the flask of blood and the 
walked around the coffin on which the brown, desiccated corpse lay. As he circled, he 
dipped a short, coloured rod into the neck of the bottle, and then flicked our blood in 
little sprays onto the floor. I felt my legs going again, but the choker pulled me up 
with a start. 
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He returned to his place among the scrawled diagrams, and his chanting changed, 
became more intense, buzzing and rattling in my ears. I could make out no 
recognisable words. It wasn’t even like a foreign language, where you have some 
sense of a structure; it seemed completely unearthly.  
The light in the room began to throb. The glow from the dozens of candles was 
becoming stronger, slowly, gradually, until it was completely blinding. Sweat poured 
down my chest and back, flowed down from my brow and stung my eyes. I tried to 
squint across the room, but I could no longer see Yuuko; the throbbing noise changed, 
and I had the sense that there were things moving in the air around me, brushing 
against my legs and hair. 
 Gradually, the brightness became less intense and it seemed that the room had 
disappeared. I couldn’t see Yuuko, John, Baby, the zombies any more, only Siemens, 
who was kneeling and chanting, his eyes raised to the heavens in some sort of ecstasy; 
and the heavens really were the heavens. Above us was a pale blue sky. I was still 
fixed to the cross, but everywhere I looked, wherever I turned my head, was stony 
desert vanishing to distant horizons. I felt sick and dizzy, and all the time the rope 
pulled at my throat. I tried to scream, but couldn’t hear myself above an unearthly 
buzzing that had started.  
Siemens rocked back and forth, and the sky darkened. Far away in the desert, I 
thought I could see things moving; I would have said figures, but they resembled 
nothing I could describe, just motions and articulations that hinted at something alive. 
They gave a suggestion that they were coming nearer, but remained at an 
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indeterminate distance from me. Shapes and colours writhed and squirmed with a 
sickening energy. 
The buzzing gave way to a shrieking, as if thousands of voices were giving vent to 
a terrible rage, and a pitiful, heart-rending sadness. The atmosphere was stifling. I was 
now having difficulty breathing. I had the impression the hundreds, or thousands, of 
bodies were pressing in on me. 
The sky darkened rapidly, as though a thunderstorm was gathering. The air was 
charged with electricity, crackling with static. Siemens had thrown back his head, and 
was now howling his incomprehensible chant. He appeared to be in some distress, 
and, at this point, I saw another figure crawling towards him from out of the desert, 
out of the writhing things that were at once distant and near. It was the figure of a 
man, naked and pulsing with light of all colours. Siemens was oblivious of this 
presence, but it kept crawling, and all the while laughing. The laughter filled my head, 
echoing and echoing, until it drowned out all the other sounds. It was agonising, the 
pain of a hundred migraines. 
When the figure reached Siemens, it did not stop or collide with him. It continued 
to crawl and laugh, and passed right through his body. As it emerged from his back, I 
could see its face, and it was a young man, a quite beautiful young man, whose eyes 
shone, and his laughter echoed out into the darkness, and he crawled on, into the black 
dark that now surrounded us, that closed in and swamped all the other visions, the 
writhing things, the rocks, the desert, the sky until it consumed everything but 
Siemens and the beautiful youth; then the youth disappeared from sight altogether. 
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Now the blackness began to fade and the room came back into focus. The candles 
flickered. I could see Yuuko again. She looked in a state of absolute terror, and was 
pulling at the cords on her wrists, trying futilely to free herself. I was doing the same 
thing, though I hadn’t been aware of it. The cords were cutting into my arms.  
The buzzing and the laughter and the throbbing sounds had stopped and there was 
a commotion in the room. Baby was going frantic by the door, and the zombie who 
held his chain was struggling to control him. He leapt at his keeper, biting and 
clawing. The zombie beat him with his baton, grappled with the frenzied thing. That’s 
when I first saw it, saw the thing what was alarming Baby.  
The withered cadaver had gone, leaving the sarcophagus empty, but from behind it 
a huge arm arose, a muscular arm with clawed fingers. It reached into the great stone 
coffin, pressed down, and the thing it belonged to raised itself up from the floor. It 
was bigger than the creature we’d seen in America. There was undoubted familial 
resemblance, but this brute, even though its features were more regular, looked even 
more savage. Its sunken eyes were black and bright beneath a heavy brow ridge; dark 
downy hair grew over shoulders, and its skin was an ochreish brown. 
Siemens stood and waved his hands in the air. He caught the thing’s attention. It 
snarled, revealing viciously sharp teeth.  
‘Welcome,’ he called. ‘Welcome back to our …’ Whatever he was going to say 
was lost as the thing let out a visceral, animal bellow. Fritz was edging round the 
room towards me, waving to his comrades. I pulled at my tethers again, but they held 
fast.  
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There was a crash at the other side of the room. Baby’s keeper had given up trying 
to control him, and Baby was smashing mindlessly into the doors and – clearly 
terrified – trying get the hell out.  
The monster stood upright, snarled, and surveyed the room. Siemens, with a 
beatific expression on his stupid face, stepped towards it. He made a sort of ridiculous 
curtsey.  
‘We are honoured by your presence,’ he shouted. ‘See we have prepared sacrifice 
for you, O great one.’ A sweep of his arms showed that he meant me and Yuuko. It 
stared at Yuuko for a moment then looked directly at me. I started to pull again at the 
tethers, then thought better of it, and stayed as still as I could. I really hoped that it 
hadn’t seen me.  
Off to my left, Fritz was signalling to his comrades. They were gathering 
themselves into some kind of formation, surrounding the thing. Some of them, Fritz 
included, had military knives or bayonets. Baby was shrieking and running back and 
forth at the door. I couldn’t see John.   
Siemens kept up his welcoming address to the creature, which now gave him its 
full attention. It cocked its head, like an animal, crouched low, and then in one swift 
move it sprang over the sarcophagus, back-handed Siemens and sent him smashing 
into the altar. Fritz was in the process of skirting the room, shouting orders to his men. 
They were looking more human than ever, and, appearing unperturbed by the turn of 
events, were circling and closing in on the thing.  
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It kept its attention focused on Siemens, reaching out to grab him by one leg. He 
struggled against it, and caught hold of the altar table, but it pulled him, altar and all 
towards itself. Candle sticks toppled and fell. The thing yanked and Siemens, 
screaming at the top of his voice, let go. 
From the far end of the room I heard a whoosh and saw that Baby had knocked 
over some of the candelabra, and the drapes had caught light. Fritz was urging his men 
to advance. One of them improvised a weapon from a fallen candelabrum.  
There was an awful cry as the creature lifted Siemens by his ankle, sank its teeth 
into his bare calf, and tore out a chunk of flesh. Siemens shrieked in agony. Fritz gave 
a shout, and his crew threw themselves at the creature. 
I saw another movement, over behind Yuuko’s cross. John, who it turned out had 
been hiding among the curtain fabric, flattened against the wall, emerged and made a 
dash for the doors. Fritz, brandishing a dagger, intercepted him, grabbing his head and 
kicking his legs from under him. He held his chin tight, and, as John struggled to find 
his feet, sliced into his throat with the knife. He made a couple of sawing strokes, 
biting deeper into the flesh with each. Blood spurted over his uniform. Fritz held him 
for a moment, and then dropped the lifeless body to the ground. 
The thing had let go of Siemens to turn its attention on its attackers. They swarmed 
over it throwing punches, stabbing it, and grabbing at its arms. It thrashed around, 
trying to shake them off, grabbing at the candelabrum spear, leaving Siemens to drag 
himself out of harms way. The flames were spreading around the room. Baby had 
pulled down the curtains at the other end of the room, but the windows were shuttered. 
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The melée between the creature and the soldiers crashed across the room. I saw one of 
them, hurled against the wall, pick himself up and join the attack once more.  
Baby launched an assault on one of them, for no apparent reason, biting his arm, 
and the soldier slashed him across the face with his bayonet. This sent Baby into a 
greater panic, and he ran, entangling himself in the drapes as he went. 
The battle between the thing and the monstrous soldiers moved away from me and, 
as everything became obscured by smoke, they almost disappeared view. I could see 
only outlines and vague movement.  
I saw that Fritz had detached himself from the fight and made his way to where 
Siemens lay clutching his wounded leg. He saw the zombie approach and tried to get 
away, but in a moment Fritz had hold of him. He pulled him toward the altar table and 
pinned him there. Siemens was screeching with pain, but Fritz smashed him into the 
table and bellowed into his face. I couldn’t tell what he said, and reading his 
expression was nigh impossible now, but he was clearly furious. His features were 
now in constant motion, changing colour and texture – it appeared for a second that 
there was a hole in the side of his head – but everything about his body and movement 
expressed absolute rage. He threw Siemens to the floor and kicked him in the ribs 
before throwing himself back into the fight with the thing, brandishing his dagger, and 
springing from the upturned sarcophagus. 
It’s at that point I blacked out. 
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‘That must be about when we arrived,’ Carling said. He sniffed and rubbed the tip 
of his nose with his finger and thumb. ‘Green flask? Sort of bottle, you say?’ 
‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘Is my narrative not compelling enough? Are you worried about the 
decor?’ 
‘No. It’s quite enthralling. Roman was it?’ 
‘How would I know?’ 
He shrugged. 
‘Just wondered. Details. Police work’s all about the details.’ 
‘But this isn’t police work, is it?’ 
‘No. It isn’t.’ 
‘We need to know everything,’ Wade said. 
‘Why? What do you want to know all this for?’ I said. 
‘What do you want to know why we want to know for?’ Carling said. 
‘What?’ I said. ‘How did you find us, then?’ 
‘Well, your Bartlett, Biggins, whatever you call him, had a contact number. We 
had ‘em cornered up, so it wasn’t difficult to get that information from them,’ Carling 
said. 
‘And you wanted to track down a murderer? Or just find us to make sure we were 
alright?’ I said. 
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‘Bit of both,’ Carling said. 
Wade sighed. ‘Well they weren’t our only priorities, were they, Jim?’ 
‘No I suppose not,’ Carling said. ‘It’s fairly easy getting information out of two 
people when they’re competing to drop each other in the shit. Your mate Phillips was 
highly indignant because Biggins, as he said, had stolen his property. Biggins…’ 
‘How did you know, if LeRoi was going into the Pembury, he was going to visit 
Biggins?’ 
 ‘Let’s say Biggins was not entirely unknown to us,’ said Carling. 
‘To you,’ said Wade. 
‘Yes, alright, to me.’ 
‘In what capacity?’ I asked.  
‘In a dealing-in-objets kind of way. He has a lot of contacts who are interested in 
the sort of things I’m interested in.’ 
‘So you knew what we had?’ 
‘Not up till then, not exactly, no,’ he said. 
‘But once you knew?’ 
‘We had to move.’ 
‘So you what?’ 
‘So after we had established that Biggins had given your document to…’ 
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‘Solly’s document.’ 
‘Sorry. Solly’s document to your friend Dr Siemens, we knew we had to act fast 
before he could get it out of the country.’ 
‘And rescue us?’ 
‘Yes. That’s correct.’ 
Wade scowled at this. ‘Actually, we didn’t know you were there.’ 
Once they knew what was missing, Wade said, they’d extracted a phone number 
from Biggins, and the implication was that he didn’t give it up readily, but Carling had 
ways etcetera. Biggins was similarly persuaded that ringing ahead to warn Dr Siemens 
would not be good for his health, though they felt this left Biggins with a quandary, 
because he thought not calling Dr Siemens could be equally dangerous. Carling was 
quite pleased with the thought that he had held the more compelling card. They’d left 
Biggins a quivering wreck, called into the station with the telephone number, got an 
address, bundled LeRoi into the car, and set off post-haste for Berkshire. 
Carling said LeRoi gave them lip all the way there. I told him I could imagine. 
‘We thought,’ Wade said, ‘or at least I thought, it would be a simple matter of 
finding this manuscript for Jim, then taking Siemens in for questioning. Well, I say 
simple; we’d have had to explain why we hadn’t told anyone where we were going, 
but these things are doable. When we pulled up in front of the house though, it 
sounded as though there was a minor war going on indoors. I mean, we didn’t even 
think to knock. We slapped some handcuffs on your chum and dragged him with us, 
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just in case he decided to do a runner, but when we got inside the house we could tell 
where the commotion was coming from. There was smoke pouring under the doors. I 
wasn’t expecting what we found when we opened them though.’ 
‘Who would?’ I said. 
‘This giant fighting with a lot of German soldiers. It was insane. The boy shut up. 
We were just agog.’ 
‘Dumbstruck,’ Carling said. 
‘You couldn’t imagine it. And flames and smoke. And when we opened the doors, 
it let the air in and the flames went like a rocket. You were lucky though. Phillips 
spotted the girl. He elbowed me, and said look over there. I was distracted because of 
all the commotion. They were all shouting and bawling, and the giant thing, covered 
in blood, was snarling and lashing out at the soldiers. God, it was just so bizarre. One 
of them looked round at me, and I swear, honestly, he had no eyes, just empty sockets. 
‘Anyway, the lad, to his credit, got us moving. He said, look it’s my friend, and 
we’ve got to help her. I couldn’t unfasten the cuffs because I’d left the keys in the car, 
but we edged into the room, followed the wall, and got to her. She was conscious, but 
in shock, I think. I got out my penknife – I always carry a penknife – and sawed 
through one of the cords on her arm. He pulled at the rope around her neck, trying to 
untie it. That’s when I saw you, so I left him to it.’ 
‘And how were you helping, Inspector Carling?’ I said.  
‘I was covering your escape, smart-arse,’ he said, ‘with my firearm.’ 
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‘Why didn’t you use your firearm?’ I asked. 
‘Because I couldn’t see for the fucking smoke, and there were more of them than I 
had bullets for.’ 
‘Really?’ 
‘And, if I had discharged said firearm, it would have meant a lot of very 
complicated paperwork.’ 
‘Arsehole,’ I said. He laughed, but Wade didn’t. There was a brief, uncomfortable 
silence then Wade continued. 
‘That’s when I saw you,’ he said. ‘I cut through the ropes on one of the girl’s arms, 
and left her with the boy to untie herself. The smoke was getting thicker and the heat 
more intense so I knew I had very little time. I remember slapping you to bring you 
round, and then got to work on the bindings.’ 
 
 
 The first time I saw Wade, he was hitting me. I was choking. He set about the 
ropes, freeing one arm. Over his shoulder I saw LeRoi coming towards us through the 
thickening smoke. He was holding his T-shirt over his face and moving in a crouch. I 
waved to him with my hand bound hand to let him know I didn’t need help, pointed to 
the door to make him understand that he should get out.  
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Through the smoke, I could still vaguely make out the battle going at the far end of 
the room. Shapes of bodies emerged and disappeared. Flames were roaring up the 
walls. The drapes fell and in places the wood had caught. 
Wade was loosening the cord round my neck. LeRoi gave me the thumbs up then 
turned to go back. I felt as though I might weep, I was so happy to see him. ‘He came 
for us,’ I thought. ‘The selfish little bastard came for us.’ 
I started fiddling at cords on the other arm, but Wade was soon through those as 
well. That only left the binding on my legs, which already felt quite loose. As I turned 
to grip the cross and wriggle my feet free, I saw a figure come hurtling out of the 
smoke and smash into LeRoi. It was Baby, his hair on fire. They bounced off the 
lectern and went crashing to the floor. LeRoi didn’t know what the hell had hit him, 
but managed to regain his feet, and, clearly panicked, scrambled to get away. Baby 
attacked him again and LeRoi tried to run, then they both disappeared into the 
thickening billows of dense smoke. 
Once I had one leg free the other came easily. Wade clapped me on the shoulder 
and pulled me down. 
‘Crawl,’ he shouted. I wanted to help LeRoi, but he and Baby had vanished. I 
dropped to my knees and started to scrabble my way to the door. Wade was on my 
left. We’d only got a few feet when I heard an awful scream. I looked back and saw 
the creature emerge from the murk. It’s was bloodied and, evidently badly wounded 
by the assaults of Fritz and his troops, was in a blind panic. It smashed its claws into 
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Wade, who collapsed face first into the floor. Even as the thing was tearing at him, I 
saw one of the zombie soldiers slam it in the back with a pole.  
I’m sorry to say, I didn’t even think about helping Wade. I just ran, at a crouch, 
hand over my face, for the door, hoping to Christ that I wouldn’t meet anything on the 
way out.  
In the hall, the smoke cleared considerably and I was able to stand, but it too was 
rapidly filling up. I knew I needed to get out fast. I heard a voice behind me. 
‘Please help me.’ It was Siemens. His face was quite white, and he was crawling, 
dragging his maimed leg behind him. I was utterly dumfounded by this. 
‘Why?’ I asked, and then, out of the smoke behind him came a figure, upright and 
striding purposefully. I was about to sprint for the door, but realised that this one was 
man sized. I hoped, for a moment, that it was LeRoi. 
‘Help me,’ Siemens bleated. The figure straddled him. It looked like the remains 
of Fritz. His face was now in an advanced state of decay, but this didn’t seem to 
impede him at all. He took hold of Siemens hair with his left hand and hoisted him up, 
holding the dagger to his throat. 
‘Help,’ Siemens cried, completely abject. Fritz stamped on the wound in his calf 
and Siemens shrieked in agony. The soldier looked at me for a second, then turned 
smartly and dragged Siemens away into the smoke. I bolted for the front door. When I 
hit the cold air, I collapsed.  
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‘You were in shock,’ Carling said. ‘I’d already called for backup and the fire 
service. It was me that called you an ambulance. Meantime I wrapped you up in my 
coat and kept you all snugly and warm. You owe me your life.’ 
‘You didn’t think to come in and help out with your vaunted firearm,’ I said. 
‘You owe us both your life,’ he snapped, ‘and for your information, if I hadn’t had 
the foresight to get the fire crews involved, Colin would have been dead. He was 
lucky too.’ 
‘I wouldn’t go that far,’ Wade said, slapping the tyres of his wheelchair. He was 
on the point of losing his rag. Carling raised his hands defensively. 
‘Hey,’ he said. ‘I mean relatively.’  
Wade wasn’t entirely convinced. ‘Yes. Everything’s relative, I suppose. I was 
lucky insofar as that thing let go of me, but not before biting my legs so hard that they 
broke.  Thank God for your Teutonic friends. The last thing I saw, they were stabbing 
it and beating it with lengths of pole. And I was lucky insofar as that gave me the 
chance to get under the stage so that I didn’t asphyxiate before Berkshire’s finest got 
their engines there. Beyond that, I’m not sure it would correspond with anyone’s 
definition of luck.  Anyway. Where was the girl then?’  
‘Christ knows,’ Carling said. ‘Walking back to London I suppose. They picked her 
up miles down the road. She got past me while I was on the radio calling up 
reinforcements. She shot past me like a rat out of a drainpipe and disappeared into the 
night,’ then added, archly, for my benefit, ‘Speaking of not helping.’ 
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‘She thought LeRoi was behind her,’ I said. ‘She thought we were all free and 
following her.’ 
‘And how do you know that?’ Wade said. 
‘Because she told me.’ 
‘When?’ 
‘Oh, on numerous occasions. When she’s feeling really down about the whole 
business. When she thinks she doesn’t deserve to be alive, and wants to kill herself. 
When she wakes up in the middle of the night with the screaming terrors.’ 
‘Still close, then?’ Carling said. 
‘We live together,’ I said. 
‘Right,’ said Wade. ‘We’re getting to the nub of this, aren’t we? What is it you 
want?’ 
‘Well, I couldn’t help noticing that the Inspector here,’ I couldn’t bring myself to 
use Carling’s name again, ‘his ears pricked up when I mentioned Solly’s green bottle.’ 
‘Yes,’ Carling said. ‘What of it?’ 
‘Did it survive the fire?’ I asked. ‘And if it did, where is it?’ 
‘I’m not entirely sure,’ he said, ‘but I think I may be able to lay my hands on it. 
Why?’ 
‘And what became of the sarcophagus?’ 
‘That’s a lot of questions. Why do you want to know all this?’ 
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‘Because the magic won’t work without it?’ 
Carling started to laugh, a throaty chuckle. ‘Oh yes. Here we go, Colin. I told you. 
This young gentleman isn’t as stupid as he looks. Didn’t I say, when he got in touch? 
They’re onto something.’ 
‘What magic?’ Wade said. He was playing with his poker face on, but Carling was 
looking satisfied now. He knew I was about to show my hand. 
‘You know everything that happened now,’ I said. ‘You know what all those 
things were. As unlikely as it sounds, I’ve told you the truth. I’m willing to tell you 
what we want if you’ll tell me what’s in it for you.’ 
‘Okay,’ Wade said. He seemed a little hesitant and checked with Carling who 
nodded his assent. 
‘No bullshit, mind,’ I said. 
‘Go on.’ 
‘Dr Siemens managed to get everything together,’ I said. ‘The sarcophagus and the 
flask were involved in a miracle in Auxerre many, many years ago – centuries ago, in 
fact – and probably others before that. It’s to do with spirit and matter and energy, and 
where they converge, and how they act together. I don’t understand it, but Yuuko 
does. The document Solly gave us is a set of instructions. It, more or less, tells you 
how to manipulate those elements. It’s all in Greek, Latin, Aramaic and another 
language. I don’t know what it’s called, but Yuuko could explain it. The manuscript, 
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which everyone wanted, is the key to unlocking that language. She tells me it’s like 
the Rosetta Stone – but on vellum, obviously. 
‘Anyway if you’ve got all those three things – the flask, the sarcophagus and the 
language – you can do miraculous things.’ 
I let them digest this for a while. Carling was leaning forward in his chair and 
twiddling with the gun on the table. He was bursting to say something. Finally, Wade 
drew a deep breath. 
‘But Solly’s manuscript was destroyed in the fire at Yatworth, surely; so you can 
think about these miraculous things as much as you want, it won’t help you a bit.’ 
‘It wasn’t though,’ I said. ‘Yuuko took it.’ 
‘I told you,’ Carling said. He really couldn’t contain himself. ‘What did she do 
with it? She didn’t have it with her when they picked her up. The coppers in the patrol 
car would have seen if she’d chucked something away. First thing you look out for, if 
you’re pulling somebody over.’ 
‘Well,’ I said. ‘You won’t believe this, but criminal genius that she is, she stuck it 
under a shed in the first garden she came to. Brilliant, eh?’ We went back and picked 
it up – I don’t know – maybe three months later. It was bit damp, but it’s been kicking 
around a long, long time, and it’s probably been in worse places. So…’ 
‘And what particular miracle do you want to perform?’ Wade asked. ‘And why 
should we help you?’ 
‘We want our friend back,’ I said. 
  317 
‘The black lad?’ Wade said. 
‘Yeah.’ 
Carling sneered at me. ‘So, you want to dig him up…’ 
‘Done it already,’ I said. 
‘No,’ he said, aghast, and when I didn’t respond, shook his head in disbelief. 
‘You’ve got a fucking nerve. Where is he?’ 
‘In a chest freezer at our house.’ 
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The funeral was at a church up in Norfolk, or Suffolk – whichever one Thetford is 
in. Obviously, under the circumstances, his body was kept for autopsy. I think the 
conclusions drawn were that he died of smoke inhalation. He was pretty severely 
burnt anyway. We know that.  
I didn’t understand what was going on with the police. They were very insistent 
that what they were dealing with was a drug gang. Dr Siemens’ clinic was a front for a 
smuggling operation; some baloney like that. It would get a lot of murders off their 
books at one stroke. They like tidy conclusions with as little fuss as possible, I 
believe.  
Once I was out of hospital – I was only in overnight – the coppers wanted to see 
me. That was Thames Valley police, not the Met, but someone must have got to them. 
As I say, it was all leading questions; they didn’t seem interested in the truth. Not that 
I wanted to tell them the truth, but that’s beside the point. Yuuko confirmed this for 
me. She was certain they were going to grill her about what happened, but they had a 
script and, she said, as long as she followed that they were happy. Effectively, they 
told us what to put in our statements. In retrospect, it must have been Carling. He’d 
have been the first person that they talked to. He could have told them any old 
bullshit. Wade was in intensive care for months. He wasn’t likely to contradict him. 
It was only when I got home that it sank in that LeRoi and Solly were really dead. 
That, in a way, upset me more than all the other goings-on put together – at the time, 
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anyway. The panic attacks and paralysing anxiety started later. Yuuko’s the same. 
We’ve both had spells on antidepressants since it all went down.  
When I got in, there were half a dozen messages from my mum, wanting to know 
if I’d like her to come down, because the police had been in touch and she was very 
worried. I thought, if she’d been that fussed, she’d have come down on her own 
initiative; but then, I imagined, my dad would have put the stoppers on that. He 
wouldn’t like it that I was involved with the rozzers, especially if they peddled him 
the drug gang line. He was fine with a bit of domestic violence, but he could work up 
a fair head of indignation if drugs were ever mentioned. First thing I did was ring her, 
tell her I was alright, then I phoned Yu.  
She told me to go round. Her dad was still abroad, so we camped out at her place 
for a couple of weeks and put a plan together. She told me she had the manuscript 
hidden away, but we decided to leave it till things had quietened down before we 
showed our faces in Yatworth. If we got caught there, well, think of the questions, we 
realised. It’d be like picking a fresh scab. Better let it heal a bit. 
And I had Solly’s business to contend with. After the initial shock of finding out 
he’d been done in, it transpired that he’d made me executor of his will. He never told 
me, but he’d contacted his bloody solicitor and named me. I must have posted the 
correspondence for him and not even known. There was a catalogue of items and 
addresses all over the world, what was to be sent to whom, and what was to be 
disposed of to which museum. All this led me to the conclusion that he wasn’t as far 
down the road to dementia as he made out, and that he knew he was going to die. It 
didn’t really help to lift the gloom that had descended. 
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I threw a sicky at work. In fact, I managed to keep a sick line going until they were 
legally able to let me go. Fuck ‘em, I thought. I don’t owe them anything. 
So, Herself and I commenced to plotting and scheming. It took several days to 
convince ourselves that we’d seen what we’d seen. We went through it again and 
again. Yes. There were dead people. Yes. They walked. Yes. Dr Siemens had raised 
them. Yes. Solly’s manuscript held the key to it. And yes, we knew where it was. 
We were sampling a couple of bottles of her dad’s very palatable rouge in the 
well-appointed living room in her dad’s London house. He’d put in an appearance 
when he first heard she was in trouble, but after a couple of days business called, and 
he fucked off back to California, or Delhi, or somewhere. We were sitting there 
feeling all bereft without Kunstlicht in our lives, when, out of the blue, she said: 
‘We could get him back.’ 
I didn’t know what the hell she was on about to start with, but as she talked it 
through it made more and more sense. We’d been in touch with his family. They were 
nice people: a white couple, near Thetford. They had kids of their own, but they’d 
adopted LeRoi when he was a baby. They didn’t know he was called LeRoi of course. 
He was Kevin to them, and a lovely little boy he’d been – very musical. We said we 
knew, and that he was a very talented musician, and we were sure that if he’d lived 
they’d have seen him on the telly at some point. They liked that. 
‘We need to get his body,’ Yuuko said. ‘We need to get our own place, get his 
body, retrieve the manuscript, find out how it works and we’re in business again.’ 
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Simple, when you put it like that. I gave up the flat, and we rustled up the deposit 
to take a six month lease on an unfurnished terraced house round the back of West 
Green Road up in Tottenham. The first thing we bought for it was a small second-
hand chest freezer. When the invitation came for the funeral we rented a van from the 
dodgy van hire place in Walthamstow, went to the garden centre and bought a couple 
of spades. 
The funeral itself was a dispiriting affair – I suppose that’s the nature of funerals – 
but his adoptive parents were delightful. They made us most welcome. His real mum 
was there as well. She was lovely, and doubly sad, I think. They all wanted to know 
about his life in London. We told them a pack of lies, with just a hint of the truth, but 
mostly embellished to make him sound better and happier than he was. There was tea 
and sandwiches at the Phillips’ house. One of his sisters came, but the other was in 
America. There were a couple of cousins, an aunt, a few neighbours and us. We 
dressed down for the occasion. After an hour or so, everyone drifted away. We went 
and parked the van up at a Forestry Commission picnic area, and waited till after 
midnight. Then we went and dug him up. 
His body was a charred mess, most of the soft tissue gone, hardly recognisable as 
him. We wrapped it up in bin liners, filled the grave back in, stowed him in the back 
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‘And you,’ I said. ‘What do you two want out of this? Are you tied up with those 
fascist nutters? You want to resurrect the Führer? Is that it? Or are you in cahoots… 
now there’s a word you don’t get to use every day,’ I laughed at my own joke, ‘with 
some global conspiracy to… No, I can’t even think what.’  
Carling was evidently tickled by my analysis, but Wade looked morose. He stared 
at the floor for some time then announced he was putting the kettle on. 
‘Oh, for Christ’s sake, Colin, is that your answer to everything?’ Carling said. 
‘You’re like someone’s granny.’ 
‘It’s nothing like that,’ Wade said, to me, looking me straight in the eye. 
‘No?’ I said. ‘What about the police notebooks? Your research? What about his 
gun, which you’ve already inferred he shouldn’t have?’ 
‘Implied.’ 
‘Implied. And what about the room upstairs? It’s locked like Fort bloody Knox. 
What have you got up there, hidden? I’ve been straight with you. Now, what are you 
two up to?’ 
Wade didn’t speak. He turned his wheelchair round. Carling stood up and moved 
his own chair out of the way, and Wade went out to the hall. Carling remained 
standing, picked up the gun, and started polishing it on his sleeve. 
‘Just so we know where we stand on this one, sunbeam, I couldn’t give a shit what 
you or anybody else does with your magical screed, but after we help you do what you 
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want to do, and you help Colin, who is a very old and very dear friend of mine, to do 
what he wants to do with it, you will hand it over to me. And do you know why? You 
will hand it over to me in fair and reasonable payment for my assistance, and 
thereafter, for my silence.’ 
‘And what do you intend to do with it?’ 
‘That’s very simple, young man. I intend to flog it. I have a police pension coming 
and I own a plot of land in Marbella. With the rhino I can make on your rotten piece 
of parchment, I can build my dream home and enjoy a long, peaceful and, hopefully, 
early retirement in my very own little place in the sun. Between now and then, all you 
need to do is be nice to Colin.’ 
Wade came back. He wouldn’t look at me, or Carling. He had a bunch of keys in 
his lap, from which he unwound a subgroup on their own ring. He tossed these onto 
the table. 
‘Go and have a look,’ he said. I didn’t move. ‘Go on. You want to know. Bloody 
well go and see.’ 
I picked up the keys, and they parted to let me through. They didn’t speak as I 
padded up the stairs, but I heard the clatter of the kettle lid and the tap being turned 
on. The house, thereafter, was unnaturally silent. Oh Jesus, I thought, as I flicked the 
first lock, I don’t want to know what’s in here. I pushed the Yale key home, I 
seriously thought about running out of the front door and forgetting the whole 
business. I’d just have to face Yuuko down; then we’d probably have to go into 
hiding. 
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I gently eased the door open. The room was small but bright. It had colourful 
curtains and wallpaper patterned with birds. There was a single bed on which lay 
teddies and dolls; on the windowsill, an array of My Little Pony figures; on the wall 
above the bed, posters of horses and puppies. I stepped inside and looked carefully 
into the corners. I opened a wardrobe door a few inches, but it contained nothing but 
children’s clothes and toys. There was a little dust on the ponies, but other than that it 
was crisp and clean. The bedding was laundered and ironed, and not slept in. 
I locked the door carefully and quietly and returned to the kitchen. Wade was by 
the back door, drinking a cup of tea, and staring sullenly out of the back window. 
Carling was still standing, and slid the gun into his pocket as I entered. I couldn’t 
think of anything to say. Wade finally broke the silence. 
‘Her ashes are in the living room. Do you think they’ll be enough?’ 
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And so ended our interview. They knew what we knew; we knew what they knew. 
Carling took my contact details; not something I was comfortable with, but it was 
important, given the extent of the dope they now had on us, to show we were acting in 
good faith. I got my coat, headed home for a lengthy debrief with Yuuko, then I went 
to bed for two days. I slept badly, often waking from horrendous nightmares.   
Negotiations continued, mostly with Carling, whom I had to meet on several 
occasions. His favoured rendezvous was the back bar of a pub by Finsbury Park. The 
staff evidently knew him, but equally clearly weren’t enamoured. He drank cooking 
lager, and, from the way he rattled his car keys as he left, didn’t seem to worry that it 
might impair his driving. On Yuuko’s advice, I stuck to soft drinks.  
‘You need your wits about you with fuck-pigs like that,’ she said. 
He was in his own negotiations with the gentleman in Somerset to whom he’d sold 
the bottle. He hadn’t sold it for much, but once the gentleman in Somerset knew he 
wanted it back, surmising, wrongly, that Carling must be in trouble with his superiors, 
it’s value suddenly soared. Carling said he wanted either an extortionate price for it, or 
something more interesting.  
This was his sideline. You can be a bent copper, apparently, and have a sideline in 
drugs, but this will involve you with deeply dangerous and ruthless individuals, who 
are often very touchy about anyone encroaching on their perceived territories, and are 
invariably unstable even without the added ingredient of chemical stimuli. Then 
there’s a trade in valuables, jewellery, gold and the like, but again, he’d concluded, a 
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volatile area, likely to come back and bite you on the arse. There’s also the time-
honoured tradition of general extortion, but if the folks you’re extorting from are also 
bent, they’re a little too likely to get caught themselves, and thereby bring you down 
in the process.  
He’d found the perfect little business, he said. It was very specialised market – 
black magic and Nazi memorabilia. The punters were invariably secretive to a 
paranoid degree and, therefore, unlikely to spill the magic beans. Some of them were 
loaded, and most of them pretty harmless. I pointed out that this – the harmlessness bit 
– didn’t exactly correlate with our experience of them, but it soon became clear that 
Carling wasn’t the sort of person who listened to anything you had to say, especially if 
it didn’t profit him directly. The other advantage, he insisted, was that nobody much 
outside the circles of enthusiasts gave a monkey’s about it, so if things went missing, 
well, who’d notice. 
I let it be known that, since he now knew we had it, we weren’t keeping the 
manuscript at home any more.  
‘Nor would I expect you to,’ he said. ‘Very wise. And what about your mate in the 
fridge?’  
How very droll you fucking are, I thought. 
Carling was the least of our worries, though. We’d been working on this project 
eighteen months, maybe even a couple of years, before I went to see Wade. We 
stopped socialising altogether, not that Kunstlicht socialised much in the first place, 
but we had liked to be seen.  
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Yuuko put on a happy face to go to the British Library. She contrived to get a 
ticket through college, and tailored her research so that she could access relevant 
documents. She fair-copied the manuscript onto separate sheets and took the material 
in a little at a time so that she could become familiar with the language and symbols. 
We started learning Latin and Greek together, and the classics of antiquity became our 
bedtime reading and pillow talk. She picked it up much faster than me, though, and 
soon left me floundering. 
The key to the manuscript, and thus to the rite, was the block of undecipherable 
writing in the middle panels. It was not in any script she could identify, and this posed 
its own problems: namely, how to make enquiries without drawing attention to 
herself. This gave a whole new edge of paranoia to the enterprise. 
At some point, she decided someone was watching her at the library, and we 
invested in mobile phones, so we could keep in touch at all times. I had to go and 
rescue her from a café round the back streets near King’s Cross once. She was a 
wreck. I found her hiding behind a pillar, shaking and crying into a cold cup of tea. 
We bought a couple of bottles of wine and some lager on the way home, and 
finished up in a screeching row at three o’clock in the morning. I can’t even remember 
what it was ostensibly about; just getting the maelstrom of psychic crap, that we 
bottled up inside, out, I imagine. I had a reasonable insight into what was eating her 
up. I mean, she wasn’t on her own with the neurosis, but it’s no comfort, when you 
think you’re going mad, to be living with another fucking mooncalf. 
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We practised drawing out the marks on the floor of our grim little living room, 
stacking the furniture around the edges and laying out plywood sheets. We spent 
rather too much time obsessing over Siemens’ movements, gestures, trying to recall 
the words he’d used. It was clear that he’d had some understanding of the unknown 
script and how to articulate it. We weren’t only trying to bring back dead souls; we 
had to resurrect a dead language. 
Sometimes we’d stick at it too long, and this tended to be counter-productive 
because one or the other of us would finish up, deep in the early hours, with a with an 
attack of the screaming willies. Drinking didn’t help. By the time she’d figured out 
how to approximate the language, we were close to being physically ruined, and that’s 
not even considering the state of our heads.  
When she finally got it, though, I knew. It brought me out in the cold sweat. I 
reeled, and felt as though I was back on the cross in Siemens’ makeshift temple. It 
was almost as though something was speaking through her, as though the language 
couldn’t be contained as mere speech. She stopped, shocked by the experience, and 
thereafter broke down the spell – for that, in essence, is what it was – into short 
passages. She would only practice one fragment on any given day. 
 
 
At my next pub meeting with Carling he gave me a bit of background about Wade, 
who was, more or less, staying out of it.  
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‘I dunno,’ Carling said. ‘It’s as though telling you lot has let something out, as 
though telling someone has fractured the front he puts up. I mean we all do the rugged 
copper thing. It’s part of the job, I guess, and he’s tougher than most. I mean, it’s a 
fucking cliché, the tormented copper, but it’s a cliché because it’s true. There’s a lot 
of ‘em fall into a bottle.’ 
He said this as he tucked into his second lager.  
‘Colin didn’t drink, though. You’ve seen him. “Cuppa tea, anyone?” He can come 
over as a bit of a Mary, but God he’s tough. I mean, he could cope with losing his legs 
and, it transpired, his wife. He was just, “Things like this happen, Jim. It’s life.” But 
his missus didn’t leave him because he couldn’t cope with his lost manhood, or 
anything. Fuck, she didn’t even to run off with another bloke, which is the usual for 
copper’s wives; that’s why I never bothered getting married. No, she couldn’t stand 
having him at home all the time, being busy and tidy and helpful.’  
He’d already managed to hold it together when his daughter died. Maybe that was 
the problem. He was an Olympic standard stoic who’d had more than most to contend 
with, but I could see how this would make him nigh impossible to live with.  
His daughter had run out in front of a car two streets away from home. She’d been 
pronounced dead at the scene. He wasn’t even there. Wade had quietly locked her 
room up and gone straight back to work. After he lost his legs, his missus skedaddled 
within six months.  
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Living with a screaming loon like Yu was one thing, but I could see that living 
with someone who won’t show their feelings at all might be worse. I didn’t mention 
this to Carling. It seemed best to let him talk. It’s what he liked to do.  
Anyway, Wade admitting to us that he wanted his child back, Carling thought, 
finally broke him.  
I did go and see him again, though I didn’t tell Carling or Yuuko. He wasn’t 
exactly overjoyed to see me, but he invited me in, and – surprise, surprise – got the 
kettle straight on. We talked about the weather – I can’t remember if it was 
unseasonably mild or unseasonably cold – and I hinted that we were well on with our 
preparations. He said that this was good, but wouldn’t look me in the eye; then he 
changed the subject by breaking out the biscuits. 
‘We miss him, you know?’ I said. 
‘It’s good that someone does,’ was all he could manage on the subject, and then he 
was away, rattling cupboard doors and rummaging through Tupperware boxes. I 
decided to leave it alone, and stuck to neutral topics thereafter. After about forty-five 
minutes of uncomfortable point avoiding, I said goodbye and left him to it. 
 
 
It took three months, but at last we got the word that Carling had retrieved the 
flask. It had cost him, and we now owed him big-time, he informed me. He said that, 
as far as he could establish, the coffin was still at the hall, and would we like a drive 
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up there to check out the lie off the land, see if it was movable. I said I’d consult 
Yuuko, and she and I discussed the implications of such an excursion on our own 
mental health for several days before I let him know we were up for it. 
The only time he’d ever seen her was when she ran past him that night. I didn’t 
think they’d get on. In fact, I was dreading them meeting, and it turned out I was right 
to: she hated him on sight. The only comfort was that he was such a prick that he 
didn’t notice. She took the passenger side back seat of his car for the journey, and then 
more or less ignored him. 
‘How’s the sorcery going?’ he asked, jovially, peering at her through the rear view 
mirror. I spent most of the journey there distracting him with inane small talk so that 
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It worked to our advantage that nothing could be done with the Hall until Siemens’ 
finances were sorted out. There was no will, not a relative to be found, and a 
fantastically complicated series of financial arrangements, which meant that the place 
had just been abandoned. Carling checked it out and established that we’d be free to 
poke around, unmolested and unchallenged, at our leisure. That was the expectation, 
though it turned out considerably otherwise when we got there.  
London, when we left it, was drizzly, cold and grey. It stayed that way round the 
North Circular and up the motorway. The windscreen wipers kept shrieking on the 
glass, there being not quite enough rain to have them on the whole time. We caught a 
couple of heavier downpours out in the countryside, but as we approached Yatworth, 
it brightened up, and by the time we pulled into the drive it was positively balmy.  
The gate was wide open, and the first thing we noticed was that there were 
vehicles parked in the courtyard. I could see an old camper van, and the bonnet of a 
near-vintage coach poking round the corner. 
‘What the fucking hell is this?’ Carling said. ‘Who’s done that?’ He pointed to 
where the lawn had been dug up, long beds cut into the turf, and vegetables planted. 
What we didn’t notice, none of us having any interest in horticulture, was how far 
advanced the growth was. In fact, it took a while for it to register, but trees were 
breaking into leaf here. For the rest of our trip, we’d seen little or no new growth. I 
puzzled over this later. 
  334 
We pulled up in front of the house and were greeted by the sight of two young 
women sitting on the doorsteps smoking rollups. They both wore grubby floral dresses 
and heavy boots. Neither budged as we disembarked. They seemed unfazed by us. 
‘Are you supposed to be here?’ Carling asked them, as if he was. They didn’t 
answer immediately, but exchanged knowing smile. The dark haired one eventually 
deigned to answer: 
‘Are any of us?’ 
I saw Carling reaching into his jacket pocket, presumably to get his police badge 
out, and I stepped forward before he could start a slanging match. 
‘It’s just we thought this place was empty,’ I said. ‘We were looking into buying 
it, if we could find out who owned it.’ 
‘You’d have to ask Danny about that,’ said the one with pink and blonde hair. ‘Far 
as I know it’s his.’ 
‘Far as it’s anybody’s,’ added her friend.  
‘Is Danny about?’ I asked. 
‘Somewhere.’ They didn’t move. 
‘Do mind if we have a look for Danny?’ I said. Carling let me get on with it, but I 
could see he was itching to lay down the law. 
‘Help yourself.’ 
‘Can we go in?’ I said, meaning can you move so we can get in. 
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‘Yeah,’ they said but didn’t shift. 
I squeezed between them and Carling followed suit. Yu, who had been leaning 
against the car, looking miserable, perked up, assumed a regal air, and managed to 
step on one of them as she passed. That’s the spirit, I thought. A fight generally 
improved her disposition. 
The doors on our left, which led to Dr Siemens’ office, were open. There was all 
sorts of furniture in the rooms now: tables, wicker chairs and old sofas. Spread on the 
floor was a big fabric sheet, off-white and daubed with paint. 
On the right, the charred double door to the temple was closed. 
‘Come on, let’s have a look.’ Carling said, and let himself in. The room was a 
wreck; we could see that. Most of the ceiling plaster had come down, along with half 
the floor joists. You could see the upstairs room, which was similarly trashed, half of 
its ceiling also gone to reveal the exposed charred beams of the attic. Parts of the roof 
had caved in as well. By the windows, from which most of the glass was missing, 
broken, or stained black and brown, the damage was even worse where the fire had 
really taken hold.  
On the floor you could still see the chalk outlines from where they’d found the 
bodies. Carling said our zombies had disintegrated almost completely. Baby and the 
creature had been catalogued as animals, the conclusion being that the drug gang kept 
exotic pets, and though this explanation didn’t stand up remotely to any sensible 
scrutiny, the investigation went no further than that. 
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The main thing, though, was that the sarcophagus was still there. It was canted 
over on one side, and had fallen partly through the floorboards. It was stained with 
soot and scorch marks from the fire, but it was still in one piece. 
‘God knows how we’re going to shift it.’ Carling said.  
‘Shift what?’ said a voice behind us. A rather louche, dark-haired young man was 
leaning against the door jamb. His eyes sparkled with amusement, as he looked each 
of us up and down.  
‘This artefact,’ Carling said. ‘I’m afraid it doesn’t belong here. We’re going to 
have to take it away.’  
What a knucklehead, I thought.  
‘Why? Where does it belong?’ said the young man. 
‘It was donated to the British Museum,’ said Carling, ‘by the previous owner of 
this property, and we have to get it back up to London.’ 
‘Really?’  
Carling was reaching for his badge again. 
‘Are you Danny?’ I said.  
‘I might be. Who’s asking?’ he said. 
Carling couldn’t stop himself now.  
‘I was led to believe this property was held by the estate of a Dr Siemens. Can you 
explain exactly what you’re doing here?’ 
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‘I don’t know who owns it, but we exactly occupy it.’ 
‘And who is we?’ Carling persisted. 
‘Again I say, who’s asking?’ 
Carling started to move towards him. I put myself between them. Carling, to his 
credit, backed off and let me do it my way.  
‘What sort of thing you got going on here, then?’ I said. 
‘Oh, you know,’ he said, walking away from us. ‘Art. Sound system. We have 
some people come up from CoolTan. Artists drop in. It’s pretty loose. People come 
and go.’ 
‘Really? We’re a band. Well, two of us are.’ 
‘Which two?’ he asked, without any obvious note of irony, and wandered across 
the hall. 
‘Me and her.’ 
‘Where do you think you’re going?’ Carling had decided to get assertive. 
‘Oh, fucking chill out, Carling,’ Yuuko said, and followed us, arms folded and 
looking gloriously disdainful. Sometimes she was breathtaking in her hauteur. 
All trace of Fritz’s chums’ artwork had been overlain with garish, and rather crude, 
murals of people dancing in the Keith Haring style, all bright primary colours and 
heavy outlines. A dazed-looking youth wandered out of what had been Siemens’ 
office. 
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‘Hey, Danny,’ he said. ‘Have you seen the soldering iron?’ 
Danny hadn’t, not since yesterday, at any rate. He asked us if we’d like a drink and 
I said yes, so he about turned and beckoned us to follow him.  
‘Come on. We’ll find something in the kitchen.’ 
I felt sick when he said this. I looked at Yuuko, who couldn’t hide her disquiet 
completely. Going nearer Baby’s cell would be difficult. The back of the house was 
cooler and darker and taking the stairs down to the kitchen made my heart start to 
flutter. I could feel the walls closing in, and my breath getting shorter. The kitchen 
now stank. It was certainly worse than before, even allowing for the fact that we’d had 
the stench of Baby on us. It was easy to see the source though. There was a bin in the 
corner full to overflowing, and on the table two skinned rabbits. It looked as if 
someone had abandoned a job halfway through. 
Carling looked appalled, and though he didn’t say anything out loud, he kept up a 
gentle muttering under his breath.  
‘You could have tea, if you want,’ Danny said, ‘or there’s this.’ He slapped one of 
a row of wine-boxes on the top of a sideboard. He looked around hopelessly for clean 
glasses, selected the three least dirty ones from the wide selection on the table and 
started to fill one. 
‘Not for me, thanks,’ Carling said. ‘Should we, er? We need to talk about that, er, 
thing upstairs.’  
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‘In a minute,’ Yuuko said, and we accepted our fingerprint stained glasses. The 
wine itself tasted rather better than I expected. I indicated as much. 
‘It’s our own,’ Danny said. He seemed a little distant, as if he wasn’t quite with us.  
Yuuko took the lead. Carling was now inspecting every part of the kitchen and 
looked aghast at what he found, so she was able to be quite direct with Danny.  
‘The stone coffin,’ she said.  
‘Yeah?’ 
‘We need to use it. Would it be okay to come down one day, maybe a couple of 
days to set up and everything, but use that room.’ 
‘I don’t see why not,’ he said. 
‘Could we have that room to ourselves?’ 
‘Uh-huh.’  
‘Without any interruption.’ 
‘Yeah.’ 
‘I mean have complete privacy in there. Nobody coming in, or disturbing us.’ 
‘I don’t see why not.’ He was evidently very relaxed about everything. They 
discussed a few possible dates. 
‘A week Friday and Saturday would be best,’ he said. ‘The boys and girls are out 
with the sound system. There’ll only be me here.’ 
  340 
Danny and his friends were, as we guessed, squatting the place. While we were 
there, various bodies passed through the kitchen, and all of them had questions for 
him. They wanted to know how to do this or that, where things were kept or had been 
left. If it was, as they were keen to imply, a collective enterprise, it still seemed that 
Danny was very much in charge. 
Yuuko took me to one side and said she believed we could do business with him. 
She said she got a good feeling from him. No matter how vague and relaxed he 
appeared, she thought, he was a man who knew how to get things done. He certainly 
seemed familiar to me, but I wasn’t sure I’d go so far as to say that I liked him. 
‘Just like that,’ Carling said, as we pulled out of the drive. ‘You don’t know him 
from Adam. We don’t know who any of those wasters are?’ 
‘He seems to understand,’ she said, ‘and it’s easier than dragging that fucking 
thing back to London.’ Thereafter she slouched down in the back of the car and made 
it clear that she wasn’t going to communicate with Carling any more. He dropped us 
off at Arnos Grove tube and went on to see Wade.  
 
  
  341 
38 
The arrangements were confirmed, and Carling let us know that they were ready to 
go ahead. We weren’t to go together, but would meet at the Hall, not least, I believe, 
because neither Carling nor Wade were prepared to travel with a corpse in the boot. 
We had to hire a car.  
That was down to me to arrange. For some reason it completely stressed me out. 
It’s a perfectly mechanical operation, but I became consumed by the idea that the 
rental company would ask why I wanted it, that there’d be some part of the 
application that I’d fill in wrong and it would give us away. I guess I was getting 
skittish. Yuuko told me to chill out, but she was completely on edge as well. It was 
only with great effort that we stopped minor disagreements spilling into outright 
warfare. 
On the day, our schedule didn’t lend itself to a relaxing outing. We picked the car 
up on the Thursday night and were up at five thirty. I’d been out and bought a plastic 
sheet from the builders’ merchants. LeRoi’s body was wrapped in bin bags and rigid 
in the bottom of the freezer. There was food in the racks above him, and we binned 
that.  
Manhandling him onto the kitchen floor brought home the enormity of what we’d 
done, though. I caught sight of his head, as we wrapped him in the improvised tarp, 
and it was blackened, the skin taut and the hair gone. This nearly freaked me out. We 
folded the sheet over and tied him in. He weighed next to nothing, the fire having 
destroyed most of his soft tissue, so it was a simple task for me to rush him out to the 
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car on my own. Yuuko had the boot open ready for me, and as soon as I’d bundled 
him in she slammed it shut.   
We barely spoke over breakfast, which consisted of coffee and toast that we didn’t 
eat anyway. Eventually, we couldn’t stand sitting around any longer and left at about 
seven-thirty. This gave us eight hours until the appointed meeting time. We drove out 
to the M25, stopped at Clackett Lane services, bought coffee and magazines, and 
gazed out across the car park. I couldn’t stop my eyes from straying to the car, or stop 
myself thinking about LeRoi defrosting in the boot. 
At four o’clock we pulled into the drive of the hall. The converted bus, in which 
the sound system was supposed be travelling to their engagement, hadn’t left. We 
parked up in the courtyard. Danny greeted us. 
‘Running late,’ he explained. I surmised that this was the perpetual condition of all 
activities in the collective. The sun was shining so we put on shades and leant against 
the car to watch them fannying about. They could have given Yuuko and LeRoi a run 
for their money in that department, I thought, and this made me sad again.   
Various young men and women were to-ing and fro-ing, dashing back into the hall 
to pick up forgotten items. There was, though, a carnival atmosphere, with much 
laughter and catcalling, and this evident gaiety seemed utterly surreal to me. We put 
on our best Kunstlicht faces and waited and waited until they finally fucked off. 
Yuuko got the manuscript and her notes from the back seat of the car and we made 
our way indoors. 
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A few yards from the back door we were assailed by a mass of flies which rose up 
from what turned out to be a pile of viscera. In the corridor where we’d been marched 
back and forth by John and Fritz, a deer carcass hung. Danny greeted us. He didn’t 
appear to notice the dead animal or the stink. He offered us a drink, but we declined 
on this occasion.  
The big room, which Danny thought must have been a ballroom, was still in the 
same state we’d left it. We made a careful inspection of it to see what was needed.  
‘We need an altar,’ Yuuko said. ‘It doesn’t have to be anything special.’ 
I was surprised at her being so open in front of Danny, but he took it in his stride 
and offered us a selection of tables from the room across the way. He gave the 
impression that he knew exactly what we were up to without explicitly saying so. 
The floorboards were scorched, but Yuuko said that was a good thing because she 
could make clearer, better marks. He thought that was good as well. The one thing we 
agreed needed fixing was getting the sarcophagus back upright. One of the blocks it 
had been set on had been destroyed; the other would hold. Danny helped us find 
another piece of timber that would support the end if we could lift it out of the hole. It 
looked as if it would balance on the remaining joists, but when Danny and I tried to 
lift it, to allow Yuuko to shove the block under, we couldn’t budge it. We could just 
about get it moving and then we’d lose our grip, or it would start to teeter.  
‘Why not just let it drop?’ I suggested, but this made Yuuko wince. 
‘What if we break it,’ she said, ‘then we’d be fucked.’ 
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I was about to start an argument when we heard a car pull up out the front of the 
house and I let it go. 
‘It’s them,’ she said, and hurried over to where she’d set her papers down. She 
clutched them to her chest. ‘Make sure he’s got it.’ 
He had, of course, got it – the flask, that is. It was in a cardboard box in the boot of 
his car. It wasn’t produced, though, until we’d unshipped Wade from the front seat. 
He was clutching an enamel urn, brightly decorated with floral motifs and with a 
polished wooden base, which he set carefully in the passenger foot well until he could 
swivel himself out into the wheelchair which Carling held for him. I tried to help, but 
was shooed away. His trousers had been neatly pressed before he pinned the empty 
legs up. I could see by the way he held the car door and frame to lever himself out that 
he was still a very strong man. When he was secure he asked Carling to pass the urn to 
him. 
‘Who the hell is this?’ Wade said. Danny had followed me outside and was 
observing proceedings. 
‘It’s Danny, Mr Wade,’ I said, ‘He’s …’ That flummoxed me. What was he 
exactly? I nearly said he owned the place, and while that was completely untrue, he 
certainly gave the impression that it was his domain, his kingdom. ‘He’s in charge 
here.’ 
‘In charge. What the hell are you talking about?’ 
Carling intervened, mercifully: 
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‘He’s been a great help, Col. He’s made himself very useful.’ 
‘He’s what? Does he know what we’re going to do,’ Wade said. 
‘Sort of,’ Carling said, ‘but not quite. He’s going to help the girl, I think.’ He was 
only making this up to placate Wade, but it wasn’t far from the truth. ‘We need a hand 
with one or two things.’ 
‘Sort of? You think? Why didn’t you sell tickets? Put a poster up on the parish 
notice board. God almighty, man. Who else knows?’ 
Danny stepped up. He was quite serene and smiled gently at Wade. 
‘No one, Mr Wade. Everyone else who lives here is away for the weekend, and I 
can absolutely assure you that none of them knows why you are here, or even that you 
are here. They’ve seen Christian and Yuuko, but my people think they’ve come to join 
us.’ 
‘Do they?’ I said. 
‘Yes,’ he said. ‘You’re artists. Why else would you be here?’ 
‘I’m sure that’s very lovely for you,’ Wade said. ‘I’m sure you can all have a great 
big arty-farty love-in when Jim and I have gone, but in the meantime let’s get done 
what we have to do without involving anybody, and I mean absolutely anybody, else.’ 
He clasped the urn tight in his lap, and pointed directly at Danny. ‘Are you certain no 
one else knows?’ 
‘On my honour, sir,’ Danny said, and gave a little courtly bow. Wade furrowed his 
brow. 
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‘Alright,’ he said, ‘but you know what? Nobody must know about this at all ever; 
because if I hear that anyone knows your lives won’t be worth living, will they, Jim.’ 
‘No, Col,’ Carling said. ‘The Metropolitan Police will see to that. They do 
vindictive spectacularly well.’ 
I wondered how Wade could even begin to believe that it would stay a secret if we 
succeeded, but thought better of saying anything. Carling and I hauled his chair 
backwards up the steps and into the hall where he could get around under his own 
steam. Danny seemed unfazed by the threats and lent a hand. 
In the temple, Yuuko was planning and measuring. She had her crib sheets and 
notepads around her and was getting busy with a tape measure and chalk. The chalk 
had already been blessed. I stayed out of it as far as possible. She seemed confident 
that she knew what she was doing now. 
As we entered, I introduced her to Wade. 
‘This is Yuuko, Mr Wade. She’ll be doing the …’ I was at a loss for words. 
‘Thing.’ 
‘Pleased to meet you,’ he said. She looked up briefly and smiled. 
She ignored Carling completely. 
‘How much longer do you need?’ I asked her. 
‘I don’t know, ten minutes, maybe fifteen. No, I don’t know. It’ll take as long as it 
takes. There’s no rush; we’ve got all night. Make yourself useful and leave me alone.’  
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‘We need to get the, erm…’ I said. ‘To get, er, him. The car. Should we get him 
out of the car now?’ 
‘If you want,’ Yuuko said. ‘Just fucking go and do something and let me 
concentrate.’ 
Danny volunteered his services, but I declined, and he settled down to watch 
Yuuko at work. Carling followed me. He winced at the smell in the kitchen, and the 
flies that rose up from the puddle of entrails by the back door. They startled us on the 
way out, and on the way back in.  
LeRoi’s body was quite relaxed, more bendy, as I lifted the tarpaulin out of the 
boot. The general stench in the place meant I couldn’t tell whether it was beginning to 
smell or not.  
Whatever was the case, by the time we laid him out in the Temple, I felt nauseous 
and giddy. As I lowered him to the floor, I noticed Yuuko had stopped what she was 
doing, and was watching us. I tried not to catch her eye. 
Wade had wheeled himself over to as near the window as he could get, and was 
gazing out at the glorious late afternoon sunshine. It was unnervingly hot for the time 
of year. I was sweating.  
‘Altar table?’ I said. Danny took me off to find something that would do the job 
and Carling went to the car for his little package. We set the pine table up more or less 
where Siemens had put his altar. Carling opened his box, produced first the flask, 
which he very carefully placed on the table, and then another packet of hypodermic 
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needles. We’d already agreed to donate equal amounts of blood; it was, Yuuko said, 
an absolutely essential part of the ritual.  
She was tidying up her papers now and placed them, manuscript and all, on the 
table with the flask.  
‘We’re nearly ready,’ she said. ‘Now we’ve got three big strong men, can we get 
that straightened up?’ She pointed at the sarcophagus.  
‘We nearly managed to move it earlier,’ I said to Carling. ‘If you give us a hand 
it’ll shift.’  
He put his fists on his waist, and assessed the scale of the job. Wade trundled 
across the hall to watch us. 
‘We’ll soon sort it,’ Carling said, and took off his jacket. He folded it over his arm 
and placed it with a clunk on the altar table. I gave him a sharp look to let him know 
that I knew what was in his pocket, and that I disapproved. He laughed at me and said: 
‘Come on, gents, put your backs into it.’ 
Yuuko took up position ready to slide the fresh piece of timber block into position, 
while Carling, Danny and I each found a handhold on the sarcophagus. It was difficult 
though, because, with so much of the floor burnt through, we couldn’t put our feet 
close enough to get any real purchase.  
‘Lift,’ I said, and we lifted, but I lost my grip, and it slipped back on us. 
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‘Watch out,’ Carling shouted. ‘Bloody hell. Get a proper hold, and then on three.’ 
He gave the count and we all lifted, together this time, and it moved surprisingly 
easily this time.  
‘Push it under!’ Carling shouted to Yuuko, ‘Quick. Push!’ and then there was an 
almighty crack, and we all started, and dropped it. I jumped back as it crashed down, 
and fell flat on my back. I scrambled to my feet, and turned to see Wade, at the altar 
table, holding Carling’s gun. He’d taken a shot at the bottle and there were bits of 
green glass on the table; only the stopper remained whole.  On the floor in front of 
him were Yuuko’s notes, Solly’s manuscript, the lot. They were on fire. In his free 
hand he had a tin of lighter fluid. He squirted it onto the burning papers and the flames 
leapt. 
‘What the fuck are you doing?’ Yuuko screeched. ‘What are you fucking doing?’ 
She took a step towards him, and he trained the gun on her.  
‘Don’t any of you move,’ he said. ‘Not a muscle.’ 
Carling wailed. ‘Col. Stop it. That’s my pension.’ 
‘You’ll do alright.’ 
‘Never mind his fucking pension, what about our friend,’ Yuuko said, and started 
to move towards him again. He cocked the pistol, aimed it over our heads and fired 
again. I ducked, and I saw Carling do likewise, but Yuuko ran at him. He tried to turn 
the gun on her, but she was on him before he could aim properly. There was another 
bang and then she hit him, bowling him backwards out of the chair.  
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I ran to help her. She’d landed on top of him and he grabbed her round the neck. 
He still had hold of the gun and was trying to point it at her. I dived on him and caught 
hold of that arm. The gun went off again and nearly deafened me, but I clung on. I 
was so scared that I couldn’t tell if he’d hit me or not, but I grappled to pin his arm 
down. He wouldn’t stay still. I could feel Yuuko kicking and struggling to get free. In 
desperation I sunk my teeth into his arm. I bit as hard as I could, but the bastard 
wouldn’t let go of the gun. I saw his thumb pulling the hammer back again, then 
Carling’s foot stamped on the hand. Wade shouted in pain and finally let go of the 
gun. Carling had kicked it away before I could stand up. I gave Wade a boot in the 
ribs and he released Yuuko from the headlock. 
‘Step away from him,’ Carling shouted. He was now waving the gun about. ‘Just 
step away.’ We were more interested, though, in seeing what damage he’d done to our 
documents. We tried to stamp the flames out as quickly as we could, but it was to no 
avail. He’d done a pretty comprehensive job of destroying them. 
Yuuko still wanted to get at him, but Carling pointed the revolver at her and told 
her to back off.  
‘It’s destroyed,’ he said. ‘There’s fuck all you can do about it.’ He helped Wade 
back into his chair and lifted it up. Wade dusted himself off. He wheeled himself to 
the altar and retrieved his urn, clutched it to his stomach 
‘Why?’ Yuuko shouted. 
Carling emptied the chambers of the revolver into his hand. He was shaking his 
head as he did so. He evidently hadn’t seen this coming either. 
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‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘She’s got a point.’ 
‘It’s an abomination,’ Wade answered. He was quite calm, quite matter of fact. 
‘You’re mad,’ Yuuko said. ‘You had as much to lose as any of us.’ 
‘I already lost it, young lady,’ Wade said. ‘I already lost everything.’ 
‘You could have had it back,’ she shouted.  
‘I could have had her back, you mean?’ he said. ‘No, I don’t suppose I could. Not 
really. You don’t understand, and I don’t suppose you ever will, but you are 
dangerous. You had to be stopped. That’s all.’ 
Yuuko clenched her fist and stepped towards him again, but Carling put himself 
between them, and she stopped. I put my hand on her arm. She pulled it away. 
‘I thought you really wanted this, Col,’ Carling said. ‘If you’d told me you didn’t 
want it to happen, we could have got it off them. You’ve been a bit selfish.’ 
Wade shook his head. 
‘It needed to be stopped,’ he said, ‘completely, for good. You’ll find some other 
way to pay for your bloody villa. Take me home, will you?’ He turned towards the 
door. 
‘Yeah, you’re right. There’s nothing we can do now is there,’ Carling said, 
grabbed his jacket from the table. 
‘Hold on a minute,’ Wade said. He pointed at the tarpaulin on the floor. ‘Just so 
you know, we could have you done for that. We could, but we won’t; and we won’t 
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because that would cause more distress to his family. It’s bloody desecration. It would 
be worse than him dying in the first place; so, do me a favour, and give that poor lad a 
decent burial. Show him some respect. I don’t care where, but somewhere he’ll be 
safe, where he won’t be found in his parents’ lifetime. Do you understand?’ 
Carling ushered him away from us.  
‘Fuck off,’ Yuuko screamed at the top of her voice. ‘Fuck off. Fuck off.’ She was 
shaking with rage and frustration. We were both crying uncontrollably. I wanted to 
run after them and smash Wade’s fucking head in. I wanted to smash his fucking 
brains out. I stamped around the room flailing my arms.  
Danny was perched on the highest corner of the sarcophagus with his arms 
wrapped around his knees. He smiled benignly. I shouted in anguish, roared and 
screamed. Yuuko was tearing at her hair and howling. I picked up a length of timber, 
and ran to the door. She followed. 
Carling was already helping Wade into the car. He looked up when he heard us 
shrieking at him.  
‘You bastards,’ I shouted. ‘You absolute fucking bastards.’  
Yuuko was nearly incoherent. ‘What have you done?’ she repeated again and 
again, between the sobs and screeches of torment. Carling was manoeuvring himself 
into the driver’s seat. He stared at us with an expression that was close to pity. I hurled 
the piece of timber and it bounced, with a clatter, off the bonnet of his car. For a 
second, he looked as though he was going get out again, but thought better of it. He 
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slammed the car door, revved up the engine, and reversed away at speed, spinning 
round on the lawn, and then roaring away down the drive. 
Yuuko and I embraced. I don’t know how long we stood there weeping on the 
steps, but at some point I realised it was dusk. The garden was filled with a 
murmuring. I could hear insects buzzing around us. Away by the trees there was 
movement in the darkness. Stars were beginning to show themselves, and a faint 
crescent moon hung in the west. I became aware of someone beside us. 






He put an arm around each of us and guided us indoors, all the while comforting 
us. His voice was gentle, and just to hear it was soothing. He led us through to 
Siemens’ office and cleared the junk from a sofa so that we could sit down.  
‘It’s okay to be sad,’ he said. He wanted us to tell him about the terrible 
experiences we’d had. He brought wine and we talked, about LeRoi and the 
adventures we’d had, and he nodded and crooned his sympathies. We wept and 
hugged each other, and told him how terribly we missed LeRoi.  
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‘He was a pain in the arse,’ I said, wiping snot with my sleeve. ‘I don’t think we 
really knew him.’   
‘No,’ Yuuko agreed, ‘he was pretty well unfathomable, but I think we knew him as 
well as anybody could. Oh, but what a talent.’ 
Danny smiled, and topped our glasses up with his homemade wine. It was sweet 
and rich. I could feel it warming me. Night had fallen, but moonlight shining through 
the tall windows illuminated the room. The shadows were moving ever so gently. A 
sense of peace overwhelmed me. Yuuko, her eyes shining, told Danny about the 
quality of LeRoi’s needlework.  
‘It was second to none,’ she said.   
I enthused about his drumming, and soon we were all laughing. Danny looked 
excited just to be told about him, and we were thrilled that he understood. We drank 
more and more, and as the night wore on, we found ourselves relating the strange 
things we’d seen in America, in this very building. We acted the scenes out in a 
bizarre pantomime. Danny applauded, and laughed, and encouraged us to tell him 
more. We had his attention more completely than any audience we’d played to, and 
the more he gave, the happier I felt. He made us feel good about ourselves, about our 
lives; in fact, his attention amplified the ecstatic rush of the wine, and it was better 
than any trip I’d ever had.  
I lost all sense of time, and have no idea when we passed out, but we woke to 
bright sunshine flooding the room. I found myself nestled up to Yuuko on the biggest, 
softest sofa. 
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Danny was waiting with coffee. His eyes sparkled as he greeted us. He had 
something to ask us, and something to tell us. He wanted us to join them at the hall, to 
become part of the set up. He thought that Kunstlicht would bring something really 
special to the party. We could become part of the collective, part of the movement. I’d 
have expected Yuuko to bridle at this, but she was cool with it. In fact, she seemed 
even more enthused than I was. I didn’t know if it was because we were still drunk, 
but I could hardly contain my excitement.  
He told us that a new world was opening to us. The horizons were boundless. We 
would connect with the people, the masses, through our music. We could inspire them 
spiritually, reach beyond the ordinary world and help them to become better than they 
ever imagined they could be. We would strip away the veil. We agreed that this would 
be a fabulous opportunity, without question. 
What he had to tell us was even better. He told us LeRoi could be part of it. Not in 
the way we’d planned, but he could help us connect with his spirit. We would begin 
after breakfast. 
He gave us more coffee, made us a plate of eggs, bread and venison steak. The 
venison, he said, was from a doe they’d hunted themselves. He served it very rare. We 
could preserve LeRoi’s body, he said. He knew how. Our friend Wade was right in a 
way: we had to respect LeRoi. This was the only point at which we dissented, 
informing Danny that Wade was not our friend. This was beside the point, he told us, 
what was important was that we act now. We agreed. 
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We spent what was left of the morning on our hands and knees cleaning LeRoi’s 
body with rags and paper towels. I went into the village to buy more kitchen roll from 
the little shop there. The owner was decidedly cool, but she took my money anyway. I 
thought at first it was because I so obviously came from the hall, but on the way home 
I became aware that I might have smelt a bit odd. I wondered if she could tell I’d been 
handling a corpse. That started me wondering if Wade would keep his word, or if we 
could expect a host of squad cars screeching up the drive at some point. 
Danny told me it would be okay. I was immediately put at my ease. Our next task 
was to drive to Reading to buy non-iodized salt: buckets and buckets of it. We’d 
stopped worrying about getting the car back on time. To be honest, we hadn’t even 
started worrying about it. We piled the boot full of plastic tubs of salt.  
When we got back to the hall, Danny had moved LeRoi to one of the outbuildings 
along the passage from Baby’s room. We threw the tarpaulin on a table, covered it 
with a layer of salt, laid out LeRoi on top of that and then buried him in salt. Danny 
padlocked the room and assured us that nobody would be allowed in. It needed at least 
a month to draw all the moisture from the body, he said, probably better to give it 
three. 
Over those three months we gradually moved to the hall. Yuuko got most of our 
instruments back from the States, via Robert no less, after a number of acrimonious 
exchanges. We started to write and rehearse with our new purchase – a brand new 
Roland R-8 drum machine.  
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One of the regulars at the Hall was a dab hand at carpentry, and he made us a 
beautiful wooden stand for it. It was a sort of hybrid lectern-cum-cupboard, very 
solidly built, with felt padding where the machine sat, channels and holes for leads, 
and two Yale locks on the door.  
 The locks were crucial because that’s where we keep LeRoi’s preserved body. We 
had trouble getting him to fit, and finished up cutting tendons and folding him into a 
sort of foetal position, then binding him in place. The process – mummification, I 
suppose – worked really well. He’s dry and practically weightless. 
We call the drum machine King Death in his honour. Yuuko says she can feel his 
spirit when we’re playing. She’s pretty good at programming anyway – she says she 
channels him as best she can – but when we do play, and I don’t know how this 
happens, it seems to have his swing.  
We’re gigging regularly now, and I don’t think I’ve ever been happier. There are 
low points, of course. I still have nightmares, and so does she; but if we do get a bit 
low there’s always Danny there to remind us of all the good in the world.  
And sometimes I think of Wade, and his short-sightedness. He stopped us getting 
LeRoi back, but he destroyed his own chance of happiness as well. I wonder if he’s 
still pottering about in that house alone; tending his little garden, doing his bench-
presses; making pots of tea; wheeling around with his silly tea towel over his 
shoulder. Occasionally the thought of him, and his selfishness, makes me angry and 
sad, and I have to take myself off, with a bottle or two, to calm down. The rage 
  358 
subsides in time. And as Danny says, living well is the best revenge, though, if that’s 
not working out, there’s always abduction and murder. 
  
  359 
Commentary: Real Horror and Weird History 
  




The Adventures of Kunstlicht in the Netherworld was conceived as a Lovecraftian Weird 
novel. As the project evolved it became clear that the term Lovecraftian was not so easily 
definable, and that the Weird is, in any case, a somewhat contested genre. The ways in which 
the novel is related to Lovecraft’s work, consequently, deviated from this original conception.  
 I had anticipated that Lovecraft’s influence would most obviously manifest in the use 
of his tropes: the supernatural or extra-terrestrial monsters, the ancient documents and 
volumes of forbidden lore, or the mysterious esoteric cults. While these elements are present, 
the research became more focused on his professed working method: that is to say, his 
attachment to a type of nineteenth century literary realism, especially in the later stories; a 
confusion and conflation of scientific and supernatural explanations for the Weird 
phenomena and entities in them; his use of real settings, verifiable historical occurrences, and 
autobiographical elements; and an eschewal of the heroic characters of the pulp literature, 
which, in part, influenced his own work. 
The introduction describes how Lovecraft’s work has come to influence large sections 
of fantasy fiction between his death in 1937 and the present day. It then looks at the reasons 
one might use the author as model, and, more specifically, the background inspirations and 
thematic impulses that made him suitable for this project. 
In the first chapter, I will consider the development of Lovecraft’s work and his 
attachment to realism and how this could be used in constructing the world for my novel. I 
will also look at different world building strategies as used by Lovecraft-inspired 
contemporary fiction writers, particularly in regard to the ‘New Weird’ movement.      
The second chapter will concentrate on how scientific and occult thought 
contemporary to Lovecraft were interrelated, and show how the extent of this relationship 
blurs the distinction between supernatural horror and science fiction in regard to his work. I 
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will further show that the author used knowledge of this fact as a strategy when producing his 
stories in order to give them depth.   
In the final chapter I will look in more detail at the relationship between Lovecraft’s 
synthetic mythology, the occult revival of the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, 
and the philosopher Friedrich Nietzsche. I will then show how the parallels between them fed 
into my own novel. Finally, I will show how the density of references in Lovecraft 
contributes to the effectiveness of his work and how I sought to achieve similar effects in my 
own novel.  
Where the Lovecraft stories cited in this commentary are quoted directly I have used 
the three Penguin Modern Classics editions of his works (1999, 2001 and 2005, edited by S. 
T. Joshi). Where no specific passage is cited, I have given the date of publication for those 
stories published in his lifetime, or the date of composition for those published posthumously, 
in order to give a sense of the chronological development of his work. 
It is worth mentioning here that the action of my novel is set in the early nineties, 
which from the contemporary standpoint almost makes it “historical fiction” – that is to say, a 
‘fictional narrative which reconstructs history and re-creates it imaginatively’ and in which 
the author ‘strives for verisimilitude’ (Cuddon, 1991, p. 411).  Some of the autobiographical 
events and real locations on which parts of the novel are based are still, however, fresh in my 
mind and it is an indication of the length of its gestation that it is only now that I am able to 
present it. 
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Introduction 
 
Who is H. P. Lovecraft? 
 
 
The novel The Adventures of Kunstlicht in the Netherworld (TAOKITN hereafter) 
takes influence from the work of H. P. Lovecraft, in particular his 1927 novella The Case of 
Charles Dexter Ward.1   
Howard Phillips Lovecraft (1890-1937) was an American author of amateur 
journalism, travel writing, and a body of highly influential supernatural horror stories 
published primarily in the pulp fantasy magazines of the 1920s and 1930s.2 His tales of 
nightmarish ancient gods and monsters, indescribable trans-dimensional alien entities, and 
malign pagan cults present an extraordinarily bleak view of humanity’s place in the universe.   
 His fiction is central to the genre of ‘Weird’ fiction discussed in this thesis; China 
Miéville describes him as ‘overwhelmingly the preeminent figure in the field’ (2009, l. 520). 
The fantasy writer Neil Gaiman has said that ‘[h]e defined the themes and obsessions of 
twentieth century horror’ (Woodward, 2008). Philip Smith confirms this: 
Perhaps the greatest contribution Lovecraft made to literature has been in shaping the 
genres of horror and science fiction (to the extent that either genre can be clearly 
defined). It would not be an exaggeration to suggest that all contemporary works in 
those genres from the mid-20th century onwards can be traced through Lovecraft in 
some way. (2011, p. 837) 
  
In the past ten years, Lovecraft’s work has been re-popularised through the 
distribution of new and authoritative editions of his work (Hantke, 2013), the recurrence of 
his ideas and characters in film and popular culture, a considerable body academic work on 
                                                
1 Though completed in March 1927 it remained unpublished until 1941 when an abridged version was published 
in Weird Tales (Joshi, 2010b, pp. 664, 1015). 
2 He was also a prolific letter writer whose correspondence, with friends and other pulp writers (notably Robert 
E. Howard and Clark Ashton Smith), consists of tens of thousands of items, many of which run to twenty or 
thirty pages. 
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his fiction, and his adoption as house writer by a group of ‘Speculative Realist’ philosophers 
(Harman, 2012b, p. 184).  
His influence is seen in a number of volumes of explicitly Lovecraft-based short 
stories: collections such as The New Cthulhu: The Recent Weird (Guran, 2011), Black Wings 
of Cthulhu: Twenty-one New Tales of Lovecraftian Horror (Joshi, 2012), and Weird Shadows 
Over Innsmouth (Jones, 2013), which are an addition to a long line of Lovecraftian tribute 
fiction. 
The immediate fictional legacy is summarised by Jason Colavito under the heading 
‘Cthulhu Rises Again: The Lovecraft Brand’ (2008, pp. 308-310). Apart from the writers like 
Ramsey Campbell, Brian Lumley, Lin Carter and others working with Lovecraftian material, 
he points to such magazines as The Arkham Collector and Crypt of Cthulhu and, later, 
imprints such as Necronomicon Press and Chaosium which produced a steady stream of 
work. ‘In the 1980s and 1990s, Cthulhu-themed fiction became one of horror’s staples, 
rivalling vampires as a subject in the sheer volume of stories and novels produced’ (p. 309). 
For many enthusiasts, role-playing games (RPG) – card or board games in which 
players take the roles of imaginary characters – are their first experience of the Lovecraft 
stories. Chaosium Inc. produced the first such tabletop, ‘Call of Cthulhu’ in 1981. Players are 
invited to take the parts of characters who confront and battle monsters inspired by the tales, 
though this can give a false impression the nature of the fiction’s themes and concerns.  
As Tanya Krzywinska says, this may have something to do with the format: ‘fighting 
and winning is something that does not tally with the Cthulhean; here we see how the 
dominant “act-and-prevail” rhetorics of popular participatory entertainment flounder on the 
bleak, pessimistic, shores of Lovecraft’s ethos’ (2009, l. 4200). Lovecraft characters tend not 
to act and often do not prevail. Chaosium have taken this franchise into computer gaming, 
and titles, from them and others, have multiplied exponentially. Lovecraft/Derleth characters 
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also appear in the World of Warcraft RPG series  (Bernauer, 2011, pp. 311-313).3  The H. P. 
Lovecraft Historical Society have their own RPG, ‘Cthulhu Lives!’  
There have also been, since the 1960s, many film adaptations of the stories, some 
more faithful and more successful than others. Given the unfilmable quality of most of the 
tales, populated, as they are, by formless, shapeless, nameless horrors, and where ambiguity 
is key, this patchy record is unsurprising. As Harman says, ‘Any film would be forced to 
commit itself to some distinct appearance of Cthulhu, even though Lovecraft’s prose lets us 
know how impossible this is’ (2012a, p. 80).  The 1965 Boris Karloff vehicle Die, Monster, 
Die! (Haller, 1965), a very loose reworking of The Colour Out of Space (1927) is a case in 
point. In this instance every element of the original, excepting the meteor and blasted heath, 
is jettisoned and replaced with the trappings of a traditional mad-scientist/ old dark house 
romp. The ‘colour’ itself – ‘which resembled some of the bands in the meteor’s strange 
spectrum, was almost impossible to describe; and it was only by analogy that they called it 
colour at all’ (Lovecraft, 1927b, pp. 175-176) – is glossed over and replaced by a staple of 
Cold War era sci-fi: mutating radiation. 
John Carpenter’s film, The Thing (1982), although it is Lovecraft at third remove, is 
more successful in its reworking of the Lovecraftian themes of deep time, bodily 
contamination, and alien beings utterly indifferent to humanity.4 It also has the advantage of 
more advanced special effects. 
The other major studio production that owes a debt to At the Mountains of Madness is 
Ridley Scott’s Alien (1979), in which a remote planet stands in for Antarctica, a spaceship for 
the ancient lost city, dead aliens for the Elder Things, and the eponymous Alien for the 
                                                
3 August Derleth’s contribution to the Lovecraft ‘Mythos’ will be discussed in more detail in chapter three. 
4 It is a remake of the Howard Hawks’ film The Thing from Another World (1951), which is based on the 
novella Who Goes There? (1938) by John W. Campbell. That story, which is, more or less, a rehash of At the 
Mountains of Madness, was first published in the Campbell-edited magazine Astounding Science-Fiction. 
Astounding, its predecessor, serialised the At the Mountains of Madness in 1938 (Joshi, 2010b, p. 957). 
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shoggoths.5 As with the case of The Thing, this film works insofar as it evokes a sense of 
horror and revulsion, but it lacks, as is almost inevitable in cinematic renderings, some of the 
oddness and dislocation of Lovecraft.  
One group of film makers who have managed to capture some of the strangeness of 
the stories, by an innovative route, are the H. P. Lovecraft Historical Society, originally a 
role-playing organisation who now make all manner of Lovecraft memorabilia, radio plays, 
musical adaptations and, since 2005, films. Their original conceit has been to produce 
versions of Lovecraft stories as if they had been filmed in their year of publication. Thus, 
their adaptation of ‘The Call of Cthulhu’ (published in 1928) becomes a lost German 
expressionist film that could have easily been made by F. W. Murnau or Robert Weine. ‘The 
Whisperer in Darkness’ (from 1931) is filmed in the style of a thirties action movie.  
As well as this mass of related popular culture, the author has received praise from 
academic and intellectual enthusiasts who have described him in nearly messianic terms. 
Benjamin Noys, for instance, considers the publication of ‘The Call of Cthulhu’ in Weird 
Tales in 1928 as the ‘Lovecraft “Event” – the singularity of Lovecraft’s fiction in its knotting 
together of art, science, and politics’ (2007, p. 1). Michel Houellebecq describes the key texts 
of his oeuvre in extravagant terms: ‘We must humbly acknowledge that we are dealing here 






                                                
5 Ironically, Scott’s Prometheus (2012), latest in the Alien franchise, caused studio bosses to pull funding from 
Guillermo del Toro’s big budget version of At the Mountains of Madness (Collis, 2012). 




Given the volume of Lovecraftiana and Lovecraft related fiction already extant, it 
might reasonably be asked why anyone would want to add to it, or how it would be possible 
to make an original contribution to the literature. The original aim of writing the novel, 
TAOKITN, as set out in the proposals for the project, was to explore the boundaries between 
folklore and occultism, as alluded to by Lovecraft, and the popular culture – fiction, film, 
graphic art and music – that his original works have generated. As the project proceeded, 
though, the focus changed somewhat. It became apparent that Lovecraft and the so-called 
Mythos associated with him has been so over-used as to be almost redundant. In the course of 
writing the novel, that which was explicitly Lovecraftian became gradually less important, 
and his methods more interesting.      
 There are, anyway, those who, in the past few years, have objected to the cultish 
veneration of the author. Ann and Jeff VanderMeer have attempted to broaden the definition 
and scope of Weird fiction with their blog/magazine Weird Fiction Review (2015) and a pair 
of definitional anthologies The New Weird (2008) and The Weird: A Compendium of Strange 
and Dark Stories (2011).   
In part, their objection is that by concentrating on Lovecraft, the imaginative 
possibilities for a broader Weird fiction are restricted, but there is a further complication: 
Lovecraft’s racism. Even if, as Houellebecq asserts, all horror writers are ‘reactionaries’ 
because they are ‘professionally’ ‘aware of the existence of Evil’ (2008, p. 116), Lovecraft is 
still made a special case in some quarters, so toxic are his views. Jeff VanderMeer’s public 
call for a revision of his status as the preeminent influence in the field of Weird fiction is at 
least in part motivated by a desire to put clear distance between the objectionable views 
expressed in his work and a fantastic fiction appropriate to a more pluralistic literary world 
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(2012). There has been a good deal of traffic on the blogosphere over the past two years 
backing this position (Walter, 2012; Okorafor, 2011). 
The VanderMeer position on this, however, largely ignores the point that a 
Lovecraftian Weird fiction may, in fact, be the ideal vehicle for exploring certain themes: 
namely, extreme right wing racial politics and its myths, Nietzschean and occult elitism, and 
their intersections, particularly as described by Nicholas Goodrick-Clarke (2002; 2004), and 
which will be covered later in this commentary. As Houellebecq says, Lovecraft ‘brutally 
takes racism back to its essential and most profound core: fear’ (2008, p. 24), which 
suggested that this might be the ideal means of interrogating the near-mystical attachment of 
far-right groups to discredited racial theories. 
As Goodrick-Clarke shows, and I will discuss in chapter three, neo-Nazi and other 
extremist groups continue to thrive and they share some of the roots of the underground 
occult organisations which appear in fictional form in Lovecraft.  Alan Moore says of 
Lovecraft’s stories: ‘we are afforded an oblique and yet unsettlingly perceptive view into the 
haunted origins of the fraught modern world and its attendant mind-set that we presently 
inhabit’ (2014, p. xiii). If Lovecraft’s work bears witness to the horrors of the beginnings of 
this modernity, part of the attraction for writing this novel was to explore the possibility that 
his methods and subject matter would prove an interesting space for addressing directly the 
legacy of the ideas and prejudices which fill his fiction. A reversal in Moore’s own The 
Neonomicon (2011), for instance, presents Cthulhu cultists as conspiracy-theorist swingers 
rather than the racially hybrid outsiders and orientalised ‘Others’ of Lovecraft’s stories. In 
light of this the possibilities for reinterpretation seemed potentially fruitful. 
As the project developed, it became clear that an element of satire was required, or at 
least desirable, when dealing with these subjects, though not the slapstick or farce originally 
envisaged. Weird fiction that takes its cues from Lovecraft can easily drift into the absurd or 
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self-parodic, but even a cursory reading of Lovecraft’s fiction reveals a sly humour at work.  
Gavin Callaghan suggests that the whole of his work can be read as sophisticated satire, 
citing as evidence his verse and journalism, in which the intent is more explicit: ‘It would be 
foolish to presume that Lovecraft somehow dampened or ignored this satirical or caricatural 
impulse in his later weird fiction’ (2013, l. 303). Some of his targets are the real world 
analogues of his cults: the occult revivalists and Theosophists of his day (l. 1267). Further, 
throughout his work he demonstrates a scepticism toward the claims to insight of modern 
and, more specifically, Decadent art and artists, which seemed to have parallels with the goth 
underground contemporary to the action of TAOKITN. 
Finally, the Lovecraftian protagonist, on investigation, appeared to be somewhat more 
convincing – although perhaps a little histrionic – in his responses to the horrors faced than in 
recent Weird literature. There is something resolutely unheroic about most of his major 
characters. On reading Lovecraft’s own critical thoughts on Weird fiction it becomes 
apparent that this was not an accident of temperament, as is suggested by Houellebecq (2008, 
p. 55), but a matter of aesthetic discrimination on his part. This led, during the course of 
writing the novel, to a reconsideration on the nature of the ‘hero’ in recent Weird fiction, and 
its implications for the plot and character development in TAOKITN. After also taking into 
account Lovecraft’s exhortations to maintain realism in Weird fiction, the projected novel 
changed in tenor. The details of this are discussed in the next chapter. First it is necessary to 
look at some of the real world sources and inspirations for TAOKITN and their unexpected 
connections with Lovecraft. 
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Kunstlicht, Lovecraft, and Magic 
 
The kernel idea from which the novel arose was the desire to create a narrative similar 
to the ‘yuppie nightmare’, prevalent in a number of films of the early eighties – in which 
comfortable, complacent bourgeois protagonists are thrown into a dark and terrifying world 
where their class privileges offer neither protection nor comfort (Newman 2011, p. 291) – but 
which replaced the yuppies with goths and added extra magic. The intended novel, in this 
first conception, would have been a broad-brush comedy or satire, possibly parodying horror 
conventions. This initial idea was encapsulated in an imagined pitch: ‘What’s Up, Doc? with 
atrocities’.6  
The inspiration for this very rough outline of the proposed novel was a series of 
encounters over many years with people in prisons, the biker community, and in the heavy 
metal/goth music scene. The first was the Nosferatu MCC of Pickering, North Yorkshire, 
who had added occultism to their list of interests, become seekers after forbidden knowledge, 
and taken to holding séances. Later, a prisoner breathlessly asserted that Aleister Crowley 
had sacrificed children in rituals at Boleskine House as though this were something 
impressive, while other (sex) offenders expressed an admiration for the works of Nietzsche. 
An acquaintance who cited both Nietzsche and Crowley approvingly in an exposition on his 
own philosophy – which chiefly entailed seeking transcendence through music and drugs – 
later hanged himself in a police cell. 
From this starting point, the aim was to create convincing characters from the 
musical, cultural and pseudo-esoteric milieu described above. Physically, and in their 
sartorial style, LeRoi and Yuuko were inspired by two young people spotted in North London 
in the early nineties, but their attitudes, opinions and mannerisms are a synthesis of those 
encountered in over two decades moving on the fringes of the music and artistic scenes of 
                                                
6 This refers to the Peter Bogdanovich film What’s Up, Doc? (1972): a screwball chase comedy in which 
protagonists pursue identical overnight bags containing a fortune in jewellery and secret government papers. 
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London and a number of provincial towns. Always central to the belief systems espoused by 
the bedsit esotericists who inspired these characters was an insistence on the existence of 
supernatural phenomena and the efficacy of magic, though they almost always demonstrated 
only a sketchy knowledge of such matters. A further aspect of their views, though, was that 
despite generally being presented as a species of radicalism, they had, frequently, a 
reactionary undercurrent, which, as revealed by subsequent research, echoes the racist (or at 
very least mystical elitist) beliefs proposed in, for instance, Blavatsky’s Theosophy 
(Goodrick-Clarke, 2002, pp. 79-81).  
The idea of using Lovecraft as a model from which to work was originally little more 
than a hunch based on the fact that a number of the stories contain occult activity through 
which monstrous beings are summoned: Charles Dexter Ward’s raising of the dead in the 
eponymous short novel (1927); Wilbur Whateley’s conjuration of Yog-Sothoth in ‘The 
Dunwich Horror’ (1928); the half-human worshippers of the Esoteric Order of Dagon in ‘The 
Shadow Over Innsmouth’ (1932); and the cults in ‘The Call of Cthulhu’ (1926). The appeal 
of these stories was the grand scale of the monstrosities invoked, which might be used in a 
fittingly theatrical climax, perhaps in the style of a 1950s or 1960s Hammer film. Effectively, 
Lovecraftian monstrosities would be used as set dressing for what, in retrospect, would have 
been a fairly crude morality tale.    
 Research and a closer reading of his works threw up a nearer fit between subject 
matter and Lovecraftian method than anticipated. Given the emphasis of some critics on his 
abandonment of conventional supernatural tropes in his fiction (Joshi, 2003; Miéville, 2008), 
this appeared at first problematic for a project which sought to deal explicitly in occult 
matters, but as stated above, such themes recur in the tales. A close examination of his works 
shows that even the most explicitly science-fictional of his stories continue to use magic and 
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occultism as part of their mise-en-scène. Furthermore, this research showed that elements 
from his stories had actually, since his death, been assimilated into modern occult practice. 
In fact, in her study, Gothicka, Victoria Nelson argues that what she terms ‘Gothick’ 
literature (and in which she includes Lovecraft’s work) ‘nostalgically reinvents key elements 
of a premodern Catholic worldview fused with new elements of popular culture cum folklore 
from other parts of the globe’ while ‘serving as a vehicle for developing frameworks of new 
religious movements’ (2012, p. xii). 
 
Lovecraft is not simply a peripheral figure in this reinvention, Nelson tells us, but was 
the starting point of her investigation and a key author. She speculates that ‘despite the 
obvious pathology, despite his own express position as materialist and atheist, Lovecraft […] 
was reaching for some kind of dark transcendence’ (p. xi).  
This is certainly a reading that has had traction in the specialist realms of occult 
inquiry. The grimoires and the pantheon of extra-terrestrial gods and daemons which appear 
repeatedly in his work have, according to Bolton (2011) and Clore (2011), become the 
objects of veneration for actual cults and the subject of serious occult scholarship. 
Although Lovecraft used witchcraft and the occult as the background to some of his 
stories his own knowledge of the subject was, early in his career, rather sketchy. Joshi says of 
the 1925 short story ‘The Horror at Red Hook’: ‘much of the magical mumbo-jumbo was 
copied wholesale from the articles on “Magic” and “Demonology”… from the 9th edition of 
the Encyclopedia Britannica, which Lovecraft owned’ (2010a, p. 591). 7 Over the years, he 
acquired further works including Sir E Wallis Budge’s translation of The Book of the Dead, 
Lewis Spence’s Encyclopedia of Occultism, and he was certainly familiar with Margaret 
                                                
7 S. T. Joshi is a one man cottage industry, an authority on Lovecraft and the Weird outside the academy, 
responsible for editing Penguin editions of some of the major authors of the Weird genre (including Lovecraft, 
M. R. James and Arthur Machen) as well as producing numerous meticulously researched books on the history 
and major players of the genre. 
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Murray’s The Witch-Cult of Western Europe, and Sir James Frazer’s The Golden Bough 
(Joshi, 2002).  
Despite, as Joshi reports, a childhood flirtation with ancient religions – ‘When about 
seven or eight I was a genuine pagan’ (2010a, p. 42) – Lovecraft was, by adulthood, a 
committed materialist and atheist. He had no truck with the late nineteenth and early 
twentieth century revival of occultism. He was certainly aware, and dismissive, of occult 
revival activity, writing (in a letter of 1935 to Emil Petaja): ‘In the 1890’s the fashionable 
decadents liked to pretend that they belonged to all sorts of Black Mass cults, & possessed all 
sorts of frightful occult information. The only specimen of this group still active is the rather 
over-advertised Aleister Crowley’ (1976, p. 120).  
His scepticism has proved no hindrance to those determined to recruit Lovecraft and 
his creations to the corpus of esoteric lore and practice.8 Kenneth Grant, a successor to 
Aleister Crowley in a version of the Ordo Templi Orientis – though succession is never 
straightforward, and invariably disputed in these circles – attempted to incorporate elements 
of Lovecraft’s synthetic mythography, particularly Cthulhu and his attendant cults, into his 
own practice. He also tried to find equivalences between elements in Lovecraft and the 
writings of Crowley himself. Michael Bertiaux’s Chicago-based coven incorporated other 
characters in their rituals, and the Esoteric Order of Dagon (EOD), founded in 1981, takes its 
name directly from the previously mentioned cult church described in ‘The Shadow Over 
Innsmouth’.  
All Lovecraft’s protestations of non-belief are to no avail; he is an adept, whether he 
likes it or not. The rationale, according to Bolton, is as follows: 
While the shaman and the occultist will their altered states of consciousness, 
Lovecraft, a rationalist and materialist, is considered by his occult followers  as  what  
                                                
8 Lovecraft encountered at least one enthusiast, William Lumley of Buffalo, N. Y., a revision client, who was 
convinced that the Mythos creations were real, but that their creator was unaware of this fact (2010b,  pp. 824-
25). 
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we  might  term  an  ‘unwitting  shaman,’  whose  ability  to  channel  the  denizens of 
the  astral  or unconscious realms through dreams is as legitimate as a willed 
channelling by the occult practitioner. (2011) 
 
 Perhaps the most interesting of the appropriations of Lovecraft’s creations is the use 
of ‘Yuggothic’ language in The Satanic Rituals (1972), a supplementary volume to The 
Satanic Bible (1976), attributed to Church of Satan founder Anton Szandor LaVey, but 
compiled with the assistance of Michael Aquino (1972). The rituals use invented language 
based on the chant ‘Ph’nglui mglw’nafh Cthulhu R’lyeh wgah’nagl fhtagn’ (Lovecraft, 1926, 
p. 155), which Bolton likens, in occult terms, to the Enochian angelic language of John Dee, 
or Pentecostalist speaking-in-tongues. More importantly, the ‘Ceremony of the Nine Angles’, 
which uses the Yuggothic incantations, is preceded by an introductory passage, ‘The 
Metaphysics of Lovecraft’. This gives a brief overview of the Church of Satan’s take on 
Lovecraft’s views, including the rather startling claim that: ‘Lovecraft, like the Miltonian 
Satan, chose to reign in Hell rather than to serve in Heaven’ (LaVey, 1972, p. 96). 
Nelson details some of the traffic between horror fandom and occultism proper, and 
not only in regard to Lovecraft. She places consumers of various scifi/fantasy/horror 
mainstays (including Star Trek, Robert E. Heinlein, and the vampire-gothic franchise 
Twilight) into three categories: ordinary readers, Secondary Believers, and Primary Believers. 
The ordinary readers, according to Nelson, are distinguished by a lower intensity of 
engagement with the text: they suspend disbelief only while consuming the book or film. 
Secondary Believers are those with a greater investment, who consume and perform – 
attending conventions, possibly in fancy dress; buying the merchandise and ephemera 
described earlier – and accept ‘the content of the reading or viewing as real’ (2012, p. 58). 
Primary Believers are those who attempt to create ‘a spiritual practice or worship that 
attempts to connect to a nonmaterial dimensional of reality’ (p. 58). 
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With this reading of Lovecraft in mind – one in which his fiction has become part of 
the actual occult knowledge, and where his gods and daemons have taken on a quasi-folkloric 
status – it becomes clear that he and his works might be treated as, in his words, ‘homely 
corroborative details’ (1971, p. 193), in much the same way as he and his peer group of 
followers and correspondents mixed actual and invented texts and folklore. I will explore this 
further in chapter three. 
As the project developed Lovecraft’s texts and inventions became less and less 
foregrounded. His attention to realistic detail, however, became more and more important. In 
the first chapter, I will examine his methods, as outlined in the preface, and the relationship 
between mimetic realism and fantasy in the context of producing an authentically 
Lovecraftian Weird fiction.   
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Chapter 1 - Realism and the Weird 
  376 
The Evolution of Lovecraft’s Fiction 
  
In this chapter I will look at the relationship between fantasy fiction – of which Weird 
is to be considered a sub-genre – and realist fiction, and how this relates to Lovecraft’s work. 
I will then examine his working methods, and the implications adhering to them have for 
writing Weird fiction, in more detail. This will be followed by a discussion of strategies of 
world building, drawing of characters, and Lovecraft’s style in relation to my own novel. I 
will then look at the methods used by some recent Weird authors to construct narratives that 
claim, or appear to have, a lineage from a Lovecraftian Weird.   
Lovecraft’s technique did not arrive fully formed, of course, and Joshi traces its 
development over his career in detail (1999; 2010a; 2010b; 2014a). The major current of this 
development, particularly as it relates to my own novel, coincides with Terry Eagleton’s 
overview (albeit partial and generalising) of the initial rise and decline of early modernist 
experimentalism and its relationship to realism.     
Eagleton identifies the period between 1910 and 1925 as a time in which culture was 
‘shattered and remade’ (2004, l. 690) and under this pressure ‘[a]ll the beliefs which had 
served nineteenth-century middle-class society so splendidly - liberalism, democracy, 
individualism, scientific inquiry, historical progress, the sovereignty of reason’ (l. 694) fell 
into crisis and ‘[r]ealism in art […] began to buckle and implode’ (l. 696). The crisis, 
however, was not permanent:  
Realism, then, was what the new movements were out to disrupt. But their 
experiments in art and thought were to that extent still dependent on it. We would not 
find a Cubist painting arresting unless we were accustomed to non-Cubist canvases. 
Dissonance is reliant on a sense of harmony. In some ways, the modernist assault on 
realism had failed. By the 1930s, realism was firmly back in the saddle. (l. 724)    
  
Eagleton’s periodization may be open to debate in wider cultural and literary terms, 
but it quite uncannily describes the development of Lovecraft’s own aesthetic. The years 
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1910-25 encompass Lovecraft’s apprenticeship as a writer, during which he absorbed the 
Munsey pulp fiction magazines (Joshi, 2010a, pp. 139-140), but in which he also tried his 
own neo-Decadent experiments in fantastic short fiction and prose poetry. Some of these, in 
pieces such as ‘Nyarlathotep’ (1920) or ‘Celephaïs’ (1921), had an avant-gardist or Symbolist 
tenor. As late as 1931 he was insisting that Weird fiction ‘is in essence a branch of poetry in 
disguise,’ and that ‘I like Jane Austen, though for personal enjoyment I prefer my homely 
realism & gentle irony in moderately small doses’ (2010a, pp. 60-61).  
After 1925, Lovecraft seems to revert to something closer to a nineteenth century 
version of realism, which Damien Broderick describes – particularly in the practice of Zola, 
Balzac and Stendhal – as ‘a kind of adamant empiricism: unmannered and perhaps 
unmannerly, focused on social diversity rather than on the privileged and exalted, open to 
variety instead of imposed and traditional values, literature suited to a time convulsed by 
modernizing change—in a word, a more democratic writing’ (2000, l. 191). This is a form of 
literature in which the writer might approach ‘world and society as a scientist approached 
experimental phenomena’ (l. 192) and which produced ‘fiction in the service, if not in the 
slipstream, of emergent science, with a vengeance’ (l. 197). In Lovecraft’s case, any focus on 
social diversity is almost entirely negative and anything at variance with his own traditional 
values destructive, but this description fits with his rationalist and scientific materialist 
impulses.  
The duration of his disastrous residence in New York from 1924-26 – during which 
his marriage failed and he suffered a mental breakdown (Joshi, 2010b, pp. 567-618) – marked 
a change in his work and is the date after which all (what Houellebecq terms) the ‘great texts’ 
(2008, p. 41) arise. He stated – in a letter to Clark Ashton Smith – that his use of that method 
in which ‘[o]ne part of my mind tries to concoct something realistic & coherent enough to 
fool the rest of my mind & make me swallow the marvel as the late Camille Flammarion used 
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to swallow the ghost & revenant yarns unloaded on him by fakers & neurotics’ (1971, p. 193) 
dates to ‘about the Cthulhu period’ (p. 193). This was also the time from which he began to 
critically consider Weird fiction and his own work. The essay ‘Supernatural Horror in 
Literature’ was started in 1925, though the final version, after many revisions, was only 
published, posthumously, in 1939. 
If Lovecraft believed himself to be – as he said in the letter to Smith – a ‘hoax-
weaver’ (p. 193), this gives some sense that he had confidence in his ability to textually 
recreate an authentic version of his world.  Beyond his own prescriptions for writing Weird 
fiction, discussed later in this chapter, this is evidenced by his preferred reliance on actual 
locations, his use of scientific journals to verify details, and the integration of local folklore 
into his stories. His scientific background – his earliest published works were articles on 
astronomy (Joshi, 2010a, pp. 88-89) – and his social conservatism aside, his recorded 
scepticism toward ‘imagism, stream-of-consciousness, or the recondite allusiveness of Eliot’s 
Waste Land, which were all, to his mind, symptoms of the general decline of this phase of 
Western culture’ (Joshi, 2010b, p. 919), would be consistent with an attachment to the late 
nineteenth century ‘quasi-scientific mode’ (Hume, 2014, l. 952) of fiction writing.  
The early stories, such as the above-mentioned ‘Nyarlathotep’ and ‘Celephaïs’, 
present dreamworlds, or what might be considered secondary worlds. ‘Hypnos’ (1922) 
portrays just such a world, but in a manner which, Joshi says, deals ‘not with mundane 
dreams but with some sort of visions that allow access to other realms of entity’ (1999, p. 
89). This phase of ‘pure fantasy’ (p. 88) had limits for Lovecraft. He considered his 
dreamworld set and purely fantastic novella The Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath (1926-27) 
an artistic failure: ‘the very plethora of weird imagery may have destroyed the power of any 
one image to produce the desired impression of strangeness’ (1968, p. 94). In fact, the sequel 
to the Dream Quest, ‘The Silver Key’ (1926) – which confusingly was completed before the 
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novella – can be seen, according to Joshi, as his ‘definitive repudiation of Decadence even as 
a literary theory’ (1999, p. 118).  
The later stories may exhibit some of the qualities of modernist art: Noys compares 
his description of the sunken city of R’yleh in ‘The Call of Cthulhu’ to the fragmentation 
found in a Futurist self-portrait by Severini (2007, p.4). Lovecraft’s disdain for modernist 
writing, however, is explicit – as demonstrated in his use of Eliot’s Waste Land as a byword 
for gibberish, ‘a mnemonic hodge-podge’ (1927a, p. 182) – and his fragmented monstrosities, 
landscapes, and buildings appear, as with R’lyeh, only in the context of an otherwise realist 
text. Joshi says, with regard to the flashback chapter of the novella The Case of Charles 
Dexter Ward (1927), that Lovecraft is ‘insidiously inserting the imaginary, the fantastic, and 
the weird into the known historical record’ (1999, p. 123). This applies to all of his later 
fiction.  
Simply combining the historical and the imaginary is not the whole story, however; as 
previously mentioned, Lovecraft was an avid student of the pulp magazines (particularly the 
Munsey pulps), and was thus intimately familiar with the fantasy stories published therein. 
He was not uncritical of their content and conventions: ‘Insincerity, conventionality, 
triteness, artificiality, false emotion, and puerile extravagance reign triumphant throughout 
this overcrowded genre’ (2004c, p. 178). This compendious knowledge of genre and 
awareness of its literary shortcomings also influenced the development of his work. 
As Hume says, with regard to the relationship of the writer to fantasy fiction: 
we tend to think of the author as creating the work and hence as inserting fantasy into 
it, consciously or unconsciously; but the work also exerts an influence on the author, 
and calls fantasy into being. A romance needs marvels; satire calls for caricature and 
distortion; a saint’s life demands miracles; science fiction needs galactic travel or 
other pseudo-scientific novelties. Fantasy may thus enter as an expression of authorial 
vision and psychology, or because of the demands of the genre. (2014, l. 420) 
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Lovecraft is well aware of the generic expectations of his chosen field and achieves 
his effects, and indeed his distinctiveness, by a sort of stylistic generic misdirection. I will 





Fantasy, Plausibility, and Mimesis 
 
 
In writing TAOKITN, then, the aim was as much an attempt to reimagine a literary 
mind-set as to analyse the apparatus of the generic Weird. It became clear from looking at 
Lovecraft’s later work that the first element to consider was his attachment to realism. It 
would be easy to assume that the most important part of the writing a fantasy novel would be 
the fantastic, but in fact the earliest consideration that arose in composition was establishing 
the level of realism to maintain: how to deal with the real world elements of the story.   
In an essay on the persistent attraction of ‘realist’ fiction, Julie Scanlon says that ‘for 
a theoretically-aware reader, it is difficult to read a novel without an awareness of one’s role 
in the formation of discursive practices through the enactment of reading’ and that ‘reading a 
contemporary realist novel requires a simultaneous recognition of the supposed futility of its 
propositions alongside a suspension of this awareness in order to continue to “want” to read’ 
(2008, p. 87). She suggests that an act of faith is required on behalf of the reader, a ‘(willful) 
entry into belief’ (p. 87), to enjoy such novels. This sums up the approach needed when 
attempting to replicate Lovecraft’s method. In the case of writing the fantastic, where, 
actually, anything can be made to happen by simply changing the world’s rules, the ‘willful 
entry’ becomes more of a formal constraint, or an act of discipline. It was necessary to ensure 
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that events or characters’ reactions adhered not simply to an internal logic and plausibility, 
but to step back from the text and measure them against a convincing ‘consensus reality’ 
(Hume, 2014, l. 138).   
This led immediately to consideration of the balancing act that is necessary in relating 
the fantastic elements with this consensus reality. It is useful here to consider China 
Miéville’s view that radical fantasy fiction requires the author to proceed ‘by acts of radical 
naivety and radical forgetting of the fact that this is a work of fiction’ (Shapiro, 2008, p. 66). 
The implication of this is that in order to allow a proper traffic between the mimetic and those 
fantastic elements of the text it is necessary to afford both the same consideration, to wilfully 
believe in the fantastic. In reflecting upon the broader themes of my novel, it was clear that it 
would be easy to treat the supernatural elements and monsters as allegorical devices, 
something Miéville cautions against.  
In relation to the fantastical in his own work, he argues for a ‘literalism of fantastic, 
rather than its reduction to allegory. Metaphor is inevitable but it escapes our intent, so we 
should relax about it’ (VanderMeer, J., 2011, p. 58), his aim being to invigorate any metaphor 
by embedding ‘its referent within the totality of the text, with its own integrity and realism’ 
(Shapiro, 2008, p. 65). The author, in other words, has to believe in the unbelievable as well 
as the mundane. As he says: 
I don’t believe Margaret Atwood’s monsters because I don’t believe that she believes 
in them, which means that as metaphors for genetic engineering, as in Oryx and 
Crake, they have much blunter teeth than a monster that I actually think is kind of 
scary because I believe the writer believes it - loves it. (p. 65)  
   
In the same way that Miéville believes that knowingness or, as he terms them, ‘vulgar 
forms of metafictional shenanigan’ (p. 65), dilute the power of the narrative (or the reader’s 
experience of the narrative), so, conversely, the mimetic background can become merely an 
obvious prop or frame on which to hang the pyrotechnical effects of a Weird-for-Weird’s 
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sake. This has an correspondingly blunting effect, as Lovecraft suggested in relation to The 
Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath, on any power – ‘the desired impression of strangeness’ 
(1968, p. 94) – that the text may have, or, more particularly, on the reader’s engagement with 
it. 
The most obvious manifestations of any failure to give due consideration to the 
consensus world in Weird fiction (or horror fiction generally) are twofold. First, the 
characters become little more than cyphers who act according to the needs of the plot rather 
than in accordance with any plausible motivation. This tendency is parodied nicely in Drew 
Goddard’s distinctly Lovecraftian film The Cabin in the Woods (2012) where technicians 
administer chemicals to the young protagonists in order to make them act according to 
generic expectation (e.g. splitting up instead of staying together) rather than as psychological 
realism, or common sense, would dictate. The film posits the genre as ritual, which to some 
extent it is, though in The Cabin’s instance it is a ritual to appease ancient gods rather than to 
fulfil audience expectation.  
The second is a tendency to give protagonists gifts ranging from some form of 
clairvoyance to what could be called out and out super-powers. Even in an explicitly 
Lovecraftian novel such as Peter Straub’s Mr X (2000), which Gary K. Wolfe describes as ‘a 
complex novel that engages in an active and often witty critique of the horror genre while 
staking an authoritative claim to being part of it’ (2011, p. 29), the urge to endow the 
principal character with special powers seems irresistible. The villain of this piece is Edward 
Rinehart, a Lovecraft-obsessed murderer with psychic powers; the protagonist is his son Ned 
Dunstan, also psychically adept. The climax is a struggle between the two, which is quite un-
Lovecraftian.  
Whereas Lovecraft might give his monsters and wizards supernatural abilities or 
magical aptitude, he rarely ever affords his hapless principals such gifts. If he does so, they 
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are not understood, as in the case of the dream visions visited on the artist Wilcox (1926, p. 
142) (a minor character anyway), or completely destructive as with Charles Dexter Ward 
(1927a, pp. 90-205). Those protagonists who do overcome monsters use a very limited 
magic, and invariably against their natural inclinations. In The Case of Charles Dexter Ward, 
Dr Willett memorises a spell which returns Joseph Curwen to ‘fine bluish-grey dust’ (p. 205), 
while the scholars in ‘The Dunwich Horror’ (1928) muster enough arcane lore to dispatch the 
monstrous Whateley offspring (1929, pp. 242-243). They are all scarred by the experience. 
Hume says narratives which include such augmented heroes and use mythic patterns 
fall into the category of adventure literature, but where ‘there is no generally accepted 
mythology or religion, so our adventure literature offers a completely secularized, ego-
centered equivalent to stories that once had transcendent elements’ (2014, l. 1497), and that 
‘[o]ne might call them crippled myths, forced to operate in a material universe which has no 
heaven and no gods’ (l. 1498). A more sophisticated work, Neil Gaiman’s American Gods 
(2001) meditates on the nature and fate of gods and mythology in secular Western society – 
specifically the U.S.A – though the protagonist, who is revealed as a demigod, inevitably 
tends toward the super-heroic.9 The reader, here, is invited to identify with a being who 
transcends the (actually) crippled myths of the novel.  
In this novel, the most fantastic events and characters (refugee supernatural beings 
from world mythology) are quickly assimilated and taken for granted by the protagonist. This 
may be effective in the case of a novel such as Gaiman’s in which myth is the subject, and in 
which modern objects of veneration are personified and placed in contrast to the old gods, but 
it is contrary to Lovecraft’s prescriptions and his practice. In his work the mythic entities are 
absorbed into a materialist worldview and are experienced by terrified and uncomprehending 
mortals.  
                                                
9 I will deal with this novel further in chapter three. 
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In Lovecraft’s view the occult, the mystical and the pagan mythological are part of a 
complex of interrelated subject matter at the disposal of the Weird author. In the concluding 
paragraphs of the essay ‘Supernatural Horror in Literature’ he considers the prospects for 
Weird fiction:  
Combated by a mounting wave of plodding realism, cynical flippancy, and 
sophisticated disillusionment, it is yet encouraged by a parallel tide of growing 
mysticism, as developed both through the fatigued reaction of “occultists” and 
religious fundamentalists against materialistic discovery and through the stimulation 
of wonder and fancy by such enlarged vistas and broken barriers as modern science 
has given us with its intra-atomic chemistry, advancing astrophysics, doctrines of 
relativity, and probings into biology and human thought. (2004d, p. 125) 
 
Thus the Lovecraftian Weird might be seen as a triangulation between these three 
poles: social realism, mysticism and scientific possibility. A closer investigation, though, 
shows that the distinction between the scientific and the mystical is not so clear-cut.  
Lovecraft’s devotion to ‘mechanistic materialism’ (Joshi, 2003, p. 171) and his 
scientific background on the one hand, and his commitment to presenting the impossible in 
excessive terms on the other, produces a tension which goes beyond Joshi’s assertion that his 
variety of realism ‘heightens the weird by contrast’ (p. 193). An exploration of the 
relationship between science and the supernatural in Weird literature further shows that the 
two are not so easily separable. In the next chapter, I will show that the differentiation, or 
lack of it, between supernatural and material phenomena of ‘intra-atomic chemistry, 
advancing astrophysics, doctrines of relativity, and probings into biology and human thought’ 
is at the heart of much of Lovecraft’s work and the Weird writing that influenced him. First, 




  385 
Realism and Lovecraftian Hoax 
 
 
‘Life is painful and disappointing. It is useless, therefore, to write new realistic 
novels. We generally know where we stand in relation to reality and don’t care to know any 
more,’ (Houellebecq, 2008, p. 29). Michel Houellebecq says this in the opening of his 
celebration of Lovecraft’s work. He goes further, insisting that ‘We need a supreme antidote 
against all forms of realism’ (p. 29). The problem is that Lovecraft’s fiction is eminently 
‘realist’ in its own way, blending the luridly fantastic with details of a world that, though now 
passed, was intimately familiar to him. 
It is true that in some of his correspondence Lovecraft explicitly eschewed literary 
realism or naturalism of the nineteenth century variety. He considered it sordid, and, for him, 
it had ‘the virtue of being close to life, but has the disadvantage of sinking into the 
commonplace and the unpleasant at times’, as opposed to ‘imaginative’ literature, which was 
devoted ‘to art in its most essential sense’ (2006b, p. 47). This may, though, have been a 
literary pose adopted at a time when he was keen to position himself, however half-heartedly, 
as a Decadent. It is certainly at odds with his later prescriptions on writing Weird fiction.  
In the 1930 letter to Clark Ashton Smith he wrote: 
My own rule is that no weird story can truly produce terror unless it is devised with 
all the care & verisimilitude of an actual hoax. The author must forget all about ‘short 
story technique’, & build up a stark, simple account, full of homely corroborative 
details, just as if he were actually trying to ‘put across’ a deception in real life -- a 
deception clever enough to make adults believe it. My own attitude in writing is 
always that of the hoax-weaver. (1971, p. 193) 
 
The idea of presenting the supernatural as historical fact is a well-trodden path in the 
Gothic horror tradition, from which Lovecraft’s fiction, in part, derives. Walpole’s founding 
text The Castle of Otranto claimed, in the preface to the first edition, to be a translation of a 
discovered document, with its own complex publication history, in which ‘Though the 
machinery is invention, and the names of the actors imaginary, I cannot but believe that the 
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groundwork of the story is founded on truth.’ (1764, p.7-8). The implication of this approach 
– this hoax-weaving – is that the writer needs to present a world sufficiently realistically 
rendered to deceive the reader.  
In Lovecraft’s work, though, this attention to mimetic detail goes even further. It not 
only reaches into a falsified past, but is notable for its plundering of the author’s own life and 
public persona for source material. His approach has echoes in Houellebecq’s own practice: 
despite his protestations against the uses of realism and reality in Lovecraft, Ben Jeffrey, in 
Anti-Matter: Michel Houellebecq and Depressive Realism (2011), points out that, even in his 
most fantastic-seeming fiction Houellebecq himself uses real settings and real people as 
characters, including aspects of his own life (pp. 8-10).10  
This is not to make any special claims for autobiographical realism, or to imply that it 
is necessary for the creation of successful Weird fiction – which in Lovecraft’s terms appears 
only to mean a fiction that produces ‘terror’. It is to suggest that in applying Lovecraft’s 
method as a strategy or formal constraint, rather than simply recycling his tropes, one will 
produce a markedly different Weird fiction to that of most of Lovecraft’s heirs and 
successors. In applying this method when writing TAOKITN, the intention was to discover 
how this might affect the narrative structure and tone of the novel.  
The novella The Case of Charles Dexter Ward, which is the primary textual influence 
on the plot and ‘machinery’ of TAOKITN, is the work that most obviously follows 
Lovecraft’s prescriptions. It might also be considered a pivotal text between his earlier 
writing and the ‘great texts’. Charles Dexter Ward uses elements drawn from Lovecraft’s 
extensive knowledge of Rhode Island history and geography. The Ward mansion, for 
instance, is based on the ‘Thomas Lloyd Halsey house at 140 Prospect Street’ (Joshi, 2010b 
p. 666), which his own family’s mythology held to be haunted. In the story, he cites actual 
                                                
10 Atomised (2001) and The Possibility of an Island (2005) both combine a kind of brutal realism with science 
fiction concerning human reproductive technologies. 
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religious and magical texts, from Paracelsus to Fludd and Bacon, to give a convincing 
historical gloss, though these are interspersed with references to his and his friends’ 
inventions. A quotation from Borellus is taken from Cotton Mather’s Magnalia Christi 
Americana ‘which Lovecraft owned’ (p. 666).  
The interlacing of fiction with life goes beyond merely rifling Lovecraft’s historical 
and geographical knowledge. At the centre of the story is the character, Charles Dexter Ward, 
an outsider and amateur scholar, who, in his habits and enthusiasms, bears an uncanny 
resemblance to the author. Joshi tells us that ‘It would require a lengthy commentary to 
specify […] the countless autobiographical details he has enmeshed into his narrative’ (p. 
670).  
In his 1983 manifesto, Rudy Rucker calls for a ‘Transrealist’ fiction. Though 
primarily concerned with ‘straight’ science fiction, this notion has much in common with 
Lovecraft’s approach to the fantastic, involving, as it does, a contradictory blending of 
scrupulous realism with autobiographical features and strictly limited fantastic elements. As 
Lovecraft puts it: ‘Inconceivable events and conditions have a special handicap to overcome, 
and this can be accomplished only through the maintenance of a careful realism in every 
phase of the story except that touching on the one given marvel’ (2004b, p. 177). 
Rucker’s short essay is a little more complex than this, calling for ‘a type of avant-
garde literature’ using the techniques of science fiction to examine ‘not only immediate 
reality, but also the higher reality in which life is embedded’  (1983, p.1). 11 At root, though, 
it seems to be an appeal to improve the quality of – in this instance – science fiction through 
more convincing characterisation, to avoid ‘the impossibly good and bad paperdolls of mass-
culture’ (p. 2). He further insists that the ‘protagonist is not presented as some super-person’ 
(p. 2). The target of his criticism is something close to what Lovecraft calls ‘immature pulp 
                                                
11 This has echoes of the occult vision of reality discussed in chapter two. 
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charlatan-fiction’ which is content to ‘present an account of impossible, improbable, or 
inconceivable phenomena as a commonplace narration of objective acts and conventional 
emotions’ (2004b, p. 177).  
Graham Harman neatly summarises the problem, identified by both Rucker and 
Lovecraft, that faces writers of fantastic fiction:   
If Zartran the half-alien hero slays the enemy on distant ice-planet Orthumak with an 
argon-based neuron degenerator, and then marries the princess inside a volcano while 
wearing heat-resistant triple neonoid fabrics, and if all this is stated as a matter-of-fact 
event, then what we have is nothing but a cheap novelty of “unprecedented content.” 
(2012a, l. 316) 
 
Weird World Building 
 
 
It is, of course, a perfectly legitimate strategy to create a world in which the fantastic 
is disconcertingly mundane, in which the characters’ responses to fantastic events or entities 
are at odds with reader expectation, particularly if the backdrop is an apparently mimetic ‘this 
world’. Such a scenario might be covered by what Farah Mendlesohn describes as a liminal 
fantasy. In Rhetorics of Fantasy (2013), Mendlesohn provides a loose classification system 
for strategies in fantasy writing – although explicitly stating that her categories are flexible, 
and ‘there will be texts that appear to cross categories’ (l. 153). These are the portal quest, the 
immersive, the liminal, and the intrusion fantasies. For the most part the Lovecraftian Weird 
falls into the last category.  
The portal quest and immersive can be described as world building strategies whereby 
the reader negotiates a fantastic landscape or culture. Mendlesohn makes a useful analogy to 
visual artistic styles when differentiating the narrative method employed in these categories. 
She likens the portal quest – in which the narrative voice draws attention to the unfamiliar in 
all its manifestations however trivial – to the work of the Pre-Raphaelite painters who 
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produced forensically accurate detail in every part of the canvas taking no account of focus in 
the seen world. Everything is foregrounded. It ‘allows and relies upon both protagonist and 
reader gaining experience’ (l.228). ‘The immersive fantasy world,’ by contrast, ‘is frequently 
constructed from pointers, glimpses of a world that hint at something more concrete’ (l. 
1833) in the manner of an Impressionist painting. The strange created world is assumed to be 
familiar to the protagonist, though not to the reader, and thus the fantastic details of the 
setting are taken as read, leaving the reader to puzzle out what they mean. 
In the liminal fantasy, the fantastic presented is given ambiguous status. The reaction 
of the inhabitants of the fictional world to supernatural events or entities may be at odds with 
the reader’s expectations as adduced from the way in which the world is presented so that 
‘amazement is reinforced by the naturalization of the fantastic’ (l.4142). 
The intrusion fantasy is most likely to present a consensus reality – ‘perhaps because 
in this mode the contrast between the mundane and the intruding fantastic can be heightened’ 
(l. 2710) – into which some element of the fantastic is injected, though as Mendlesohn says, 
the world intruded upon may already be a fantasy world.    
Lovecraft’s own working method, set out in painterly terms, is described in his story 
‘Pickman’s Model’ (1926), which can be viewed as sort of manifesto that ‘expresses, in 
fictionalised form, many of the aesthetic principles on weird fiction that Lovecraft had just 
outlined in “Supernatural Horror in Literature”‘ (Joshi, 2010b, p. 648).  
In the story, the narrator Thurber tells of his friendship with Richard Upton Pickman, 
an artist in the Symbolist/Decadent mould, whose work is so morbid that it has seen him 
shunned by the Boston art establishment. Despite his monstrous and supernatural subject 
matter Pickman is, by Thurber’s account, ‘a thorough, painstaking and almost scientific 
realist’ (2002, p. 86). The dénouement has Thurber revealing that a photograph he picked up 
at Pickman’s secret studio, and which he had assumed was a reference image used for the 
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background, is the monstrous subject of the painting itself: ‘But by God, Eliot, it was a 
photograph from life’ (p.89). 
The world of this story, like one of Pickman’s paintings, is drawn painstakingly from 
life. The setting is Boston and, in particular, the slum area of the North End ‘portrayed quite 
faithfully, right down to many of the street names; but less than a year after writing the story, 
Lovecraft was disappointed to find that much of the area had been razed’ (Joshi, 2010b, p. 
648). In the tale Lovecraft deploys his considerable knowledge of colonial architecture in 
conjuring the scene: ‘I don’t believe there were three houses in sight that hadn’t been 
standing in Cotton Mather’s time–certainly I glimpsed at least two with an overhang, and 
once I thought I saw peaked roof-line of the almost forgotten pre-gambrel type’ (2002, p. 83). 
In painterly terms, this approach might be seen as a sort of super- or hyper-realism, 
something akin to Ron Muek sculptures or Chuck Close painting (where human figures are 
rendered in minute detail, and only the scale is unreal), in which the very realism of the piece 
contributes to its disconcerting quality: everything looks normal, one element is unfamiliar. 
Indeed, Joshi sees the importance of ‘Pickman’s Model’ as pre-figuring and exemplifying 
Lovecraft’s ‘own recent abandonment of the Dunsanian prose-poetic technique for the “prose 
realism” that would be the hallmark of his later work’ (2010b, p. 648).  
The fact that Lovecraft revisited the site of this story, which had been demolished 
between composition and publication, demonstrates his particular attachment to landscape 
and especially architecture, and suggests a faith in his ability to capture and preserve spaces. 
His extensive travel writing, Evans says, ‘expressed a kind of existential attempt to preserve 
meaning in a meaningless universe by documenting and protecting the physical evidence of 
tradition in the built environment’ (2005, p. 101). In his Weird stories, their use may exhibit a 
‘horror both from tradition lost and from fears that tradition is meaningless’ (p. 101), but they 
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also act as an anchor, part of the concocted ‘real and coherent’ used to fool the rest of the 
mind.   
In some areas of Weird, supernatural, or science fiction, Miéville says, ‘buildings are 
projected as active and even conscious agents, able to intervene in the world’ (1998, p. 1). 
Among the examples he gives is Shirley Jackson’s 1959 novel, The Haunting of Hill House, 
in which a group of psychic investigators are terrorised by the eponymous dwelling. In a 
sentence repeated at the beginning and end of the story Jackson says the house ‘itself, not 
sane, stood against its hills, holding darkness within’ (2009, pp. 3, 246). Lovecraft’s 
buildings may add to the atmosphere by virtue of their decrepitude or antiquity, but they do 
not have agency. They may, however, contain and camouflage unnatural entities – as in the 
remote Akeley farmhouse in ‘The Whisperer in Darkness’ (1931), or the abandoned Catholic 
church in ‘The Haunter of the Dark’ (1935) – or be the site of portals allowing them ingress, 
as with the well in Pickman’s studio in ‘Pickman’s Model’ or the vast cellars under the 
Pawtuxet bungalow in Charles Dexter Ward.  
To achieve the effect obtained by a style of Lovecraftian world building, almost all 
the locations chosen for TAOKITN were sites visited or composites of sites blended with data 
taken from estate agents’ floor plans and photographs of actual houses. In some instances, 
satellite images were used to plot movements, but these were used as memory aids alongside 
recalled real places. LeRoi’s home and rehearsal space is the flat of a friend and colleague in 
which our own band practiced (TAOKITN, pp. 31-2). The only building completely invented 
is Dr Siemen’s clinic (p. 22), which was part of the earliest draft retained in the final edit of 
the novel. The result of this restriction was to focus the plotting; the characters had to move 
in the spaces rather than the spaces transform to accommodate the plot. 
  




In writing TAOKITN, then, the main concern was not with ‘quality’ per se (as 
proposed by Rucker, or by Lovecraft himself), or to make any distinction between genre and 
literary fiction, which, as China Miéville points out, leads only to a sort of ‘boundary 
policing’, and thus ‘constructs a peculiar reception-based theory of genre at the expense of 
the specificities of artistic form’ (Shapiro, 2008, p. 64). It became, rather, to discover where 
adhering strictly to Lovecraft’s guidelines and his own method might lead, especially in 
relation to other fiction claiming lineage from his work. This meant paying great attention as 
well to the reaction of the characters to the phenomena they encounter; that is to say locating 
the realism in the emotional and psychological responses of the protagonists. 
 Lovecraft’s own protagonists are, as Houellebecq says, somewhat imperceptive or 
‘obtuse’ (2008, p. 55), and inclined to break down in terror, or mental collapse, or both in the 
face of the hallucinatory monstrosities with which he presents them. Houellebecq proposes a 
successor Weird literature in which the protagonists are more heroic and might ‘have the 
mettle, sturdiness and tenacity of John Buchan characters’ (p. 55). With the possible 
exception of ‘The Dunwich Horror’, and the Randolph Carter stories, Lovecraft’s most 
decidedly do not. 
In a survey of the characteristics of Lovecraftian fiction Paula Guran (in her 
introduction to the anthology New Cthulhu: The Recent Weird) identifies one recurrent 
feature as ‘a scholarly protagonist or narrator’ adding that this is ‘not unique to Lovecraft, but 
is another identifiable motif’ (2011, l. 108). In fact, most of his protagonists have much in 
common with the author himself. As Sondergard says his ‘antiquarian protagonists […] are 
visionary scholars whose authority derives from arcane knowledge gathered from diligent 
perusal of forbidding (and forbidden) sources rather than from formal academic 
preparation—a not surprising perspective from the author whose aspirations to enter Brown 
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University were doomed to frustration’ (2002, pp. 91-92). Sondergard also points out that 
while his fictional protagonists share many characteristics with their author, his 
correspondence is also populated by semi-fictional personae – Grandpa, Theobaldus, Abdul 
Alhazred – who express ‘a “worldly” wisdom, though the only world he knows well enough 
to speak so confidently about is one of his own making’ (p.101). 
Lovecraft himself accounts for the limited range of his own characters in a letter of 
1934, which states that his experience of the world is limited by his poor health and shyness – 
‘I don’t know what different kinds of people think and feel and say’ (1976, p. 17) – and that 
he lacks ‘the natural faculty of imagination which gives the genuine innate Author the 
instinct of power to understand and portray what different sorts of people would think and 
say and do in various given situations’ (p. 18). He distinguishes himself from his friend and 
fellow author Frank Belknap Long, whose characters are ‘little duplicate Belknaps in 
thought, manner, and speech’ (p. 18), only by his awareness of his own limitations. His 
characters, then, are not unrealistic in their oddness, but rather share his own eccentricities. 
He is merely working from a restricted palette.  
‘Kunstlicht’, despite their pretentious attachment to occultism and confidence in their 
own exceptionalism, are grounded in a mundane world. They do not have access to any of the 
arcane knowledge that is key to the story, only to a sketchy notion of occult lore. In this 
respect they are unlike Lovecraft’s characters, to whom he attributed his own erudition and 
archaic modes of speech. LeRoi, Christian, and Yuuko are not stupid, but they are not 
scholars. This seemed more likely to be the case for young people in their milieu. Christian’s 
experience, and voice – as a fairly well-read Northerner with a background in semi-skilled 
labour – is close to my own, thus mirroring Lovecraft’s approach.    
Wade, despite early thoughts of connecting him to esoteric organisations, as might be 
generically expected, became a very ordinary man with real world concerns, and this had a 
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knock on effect in terms of the narrative. The locked bedroom (TAOKITN, p. 60) was initially 
conceived as a plot device to maintain tension during the interview, and it was unclear to me 
what might be behind it. As Wade’s character developed it became apparent that it had to be 
something connected to the real world rather than any generic trope. 
 
Style and Place 
 
 
The problem also arose that a considerable part of the distinctiveness of Lovecraft’s 
work is his virtually inimitable prose style. This has been considered an obstacle to 
appreciating his work. The first serious review of his work, by Edmund Wilson, contains the 
following assessment: 
One of Lovecraft’s worst faults is his incessant effort to work up the expectation of 
the reader by sprinkling his stories with such adjectives as ‘horrible,’ ‘terrible,’ 
‘frightful,’ ‘awesome,’ ‘eerie,’ ‘weird,’ ‘forbidden,’ ‘unhallowed,’ ‘unholy,’ 
‘blasphemous,’ ‘hellish,’ and ‘infernal.’ Surely one of the primary rules for writing an 
effective tale of horror is never to use any of these words… (1980, p. 48) 
  
The eccentricity of this style has afflicted many who have attempted to emulate him. 
Gary K. Wolfe confirms that ‘Lovecraft’s more direct heirs, from August Derleth to Brian 
Lumley and Ramsey Campbell expanded upon Lovecraft’s cosmic occultism in stories and 
novels that, in the beginning at least, were often little more than direct pastiches’ (2011, l. 
653).  
Graham Harman points out, though, that his use of such adjectives is, rather, ‘an 
enhancing spice that reflects the mental turmoil of the narrator rather than our own direct 
grasp of the scene’ (2012a, l. 640). In a few stories Lovecraft – ‘The Colour Out of Space’ 
(1927) and ‘Pickman’s Model’ (1927) – abandons this florid prose style to a great extent. In 
order to achieve the requisite atmosphere it is more important to communicate the characters’ 
perplexity than to simplify his prose style. As Joshi says, ‘‘the difficulty in reading him 
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comes from his remarkable compression […] and his assumption on the part of his readers of 
wide knowledge in the realms of biology, chemistry, geology, astronomy, art architecture, 
literature, mythology, and other disciplines’ (1999, p. 252)  
Harman is quite insistent that the distinguishing features of Lovecraft’s fiction are not 
related to the content but to the particular stylistic approach he brings to bear on that content; 
he is ‘not simply a pulp writer, but one who keeps pulp at a distance through two separate 
fissures that obstruct the power of literal language’ (2012a, l. 383). He achieves this distance, 
Harman suggests, by on the one hand an almost obtuse allusiveness, a failure to get to the 
point, and on the other with a saturated over-descriptiveness which, as Noys has it, leads to a 
‘rupturing or expansion of human perception’ (2007, p. 4). 
Choosing to centre the narration on Christian, the least knowledgeable of the group in 
arcane matters, allows this puzzlement to be maintained. Several drafts of the first section of 
the novel used an omniscient third person narrator. This is something that Lovecraft handles 
well, but in order to create his unsettling atmosphere, he keeps a good deal of the evidence of 
the ‘inconceivable events’ off stage. The events are related as rumour and hearsay. By 
allowing the narrative to unfold in the conversation between Wade and Christian, and later 
Carling, each with only partial knowledge of events, a similar sense of vertiginous distance 
can be maintained. Christian, by the end of the novel, is still oblivious of the detail of much 
of what has happened. He remains, to use Houellebecq’s word, obtuse. Darrell Schweitzer 
identifies this as a crucial part of Lovecraft’s realism: ‘Unless all heroes are occult detectives, 
we cannot expect them to readily accept the fact that the laws of existence of being violated’ 
(2001, p. 46). I will look further at the implications of using such a protagonist in chapter 
three. 
Among Guran’s list of characteristics of Lovecraftian fiction, the first is: ‘A fictional 
New England topography [… which] eventually became a richly complex, historically 
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grounded—if fictional—region’ (2011, l. 108). It may seem a very fine distinction, but I 
would argue that rather than being a fictional topography which is given a veneer of 
credibility by adding realistic detail, Lovecraft’s approach to world-building is to start with a 
precisely realised world to which is added a veneer or mist of bizarrerie. The richness and 
historical grounding, in other words, comes first, and this leads to a subtly different kind of 
Weird fiction being produced. 
In placing part of the story in New England, there was a temptation to try reproduce 
the Arkhams and Innsmouths of the original tales, or to find inspiration in movie versions of 
those landscapes. A Rucker-ish decision was made, though, to restrict the action to places 
visited on a poetry tour in 1998. I will, again, return to the way this shaped the narrative in 
chapter three, but first will look at some recent fiction consciously working in the 
Lovecraftian Weird tradition. 
 
Recent Weird Worlds 
 
 
   The ‘New Weird’, and related recent fantastic fiction, which owes a debt to, or 
claims a lineage from Lovecraft, appears to be largely characterised by the use of secondary 
world settings. There are exceptions, which I will look at separately, but predominantly the 
‘canon’ is made up of complex stories such as Miéville’s Bas-Lag novels, which are set in a 
sprawling neo-steampunk world with a hybrid cast of semi-humanoid sentient beings and 
retro-technological cyborgs; or Steph Swainston’s Fourlands series, which has some of the 
attributes of Tolkienesque, pseudo-medieval fantasy, but also has very contemporary seeming 
characters including a drug-addicted, winged hero.  
All the stories included in the VanderMeers’ anthology The New Weird, in fact, are 
set in alternate universes, which may or may not have correspondences in our own, and often 
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the worlds and characters spill from novel to novel or appear in other short stories. There is 
also a heavily intertextual tendency in the novels and stories that take their cues from 
previous fantasies, hard-boiled detective fiction, the Western, sword and sorcery stories, or 
any other literary source that comes to hand – they are quite omnivorous. This is not 
surprising if, in Gary Wolfe’s words, ‘the fantastic genres of horror, science fiction and 
fantasy have been unstable literary isotopes virtually since their evolution into identifiable 
narrative modes—or at least into identifiable market categories’ (2011, l. 204). Their debt to 
Lovecraft, however, is not in technique or style, but largely in the novelty of the 
monstrosities that inhabit these invented worlds. By Miéville’s account, the (Lovecraftian) 
Weird’s importance is that it is ‘vividly clear in its teratology, which renounces all folkloric 
or traditional antecedents’ (2008, p. 105). The Lovecraftian is thus only one among many 
borrowings. 
In fact, as Wolfe puts it, the sub-genres of fantasy develop the ‘borders of genre 
themselves begin to dissolve, along with the borders between genre fiction and literary 
fiction’ (2011, l. 442), and, in the case of Miéville particularly, this cannibalisation is used to 
offer a critique of preceding modes of fantasy writing. He is particularly critical of the 
‘Extruded Fantasy Product’ (Shapiro, 2008, p. 63), that is to say generic fiction with direct 
lineage from Tolkien, which is essentially reactionary in its yearning for a restoration of an 
imagined rural and hierarchic social structure, and simplistic in its dualistic ‘good versus evil’ 
morality. The Weird, in this view (whether science fictional Weird or magical), offers a 
‘radical alienation from actuality’ (p.63) in which ‘science fiction and fantasy/Gothic are less 
about utopia than alterity, the not-this-ness of this’ (p. 64). This allows fantastic literature to 
explore and offer a critique of power structures as represented in earlier fiction and in the 
world at large. Miéville is clear, however, that this strand of Weird fiction should not be seen 
as mere allegory, but rather as a radical opening up of possibilities whereby these all-
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encompassing fantasies become a species of thought-experiment in which it is possible to 
imagine new ways of being. 
In some instances the fantasies immediately preceding the New Weird, and its 
identification as a movement, become extravagant alternate histories, which select earlier 
historical periods and previous texts as starting points. Neil Gaiman’s ‘A Study in Emerald’ 
(Guran, 2011) sees Conan Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes and Moriarty sparring in a London ruled 
by Lovecraft’s Great Old Ones, and this fusion is used to produce an extravagant alternate 
history adventure, also in the steampunk fashion, rather than a characteristically Lovecraftian 
narrative.  
Kim Newman’s Anno Dracula (1992), and its sequels, start from the conceit that 
Bram Stoker’s Dracula was not vanquished, has married into the British royal family and 
colonised Victorian England with a vampire horde. 12 In the former, proto-superhero Sherlock 
Holmes is presented as a freedom fighter resisting the rule of the Old Ones rather than 
supporting the established order, and presents a wildly imaginative counter-narrative to 
Conan Doyle’s stories. In the latter, some of the resistors of Dracula’s tyranny are human and 
some ‘good’ vampires, offering, superficially at least, a radical view of the alterity, the 
Otherness central to the anxieties generated in earlier Weird fiction. Although the heroes 
have an anti-establishment bent here, there is still an element of the simplistic morality tale.  
Using a similarly intertextual approach, Brian Stableford has produced a sequel to the 
Lovecraft’s ‘The Music of Erich Zann’ (1925). This sees Edgar Allan Poe’s fictional 
detective C. Auguste Dupin investigating Zann’s disappearance, though it falls flat when set 
beside the original; ‘The Legacy of Erich Zann’ loses the nightmarish quality of ‘The 
Music…’ by adopting the conventions of the crime mystery, and by attempting to explain the 
                                                
12 Elsewhere, Newman’s short story ‘Another Fish Story’ (Guran, 2011), in the collection of Lovecraft inspired 
fiction, provides one of the more successful tributes, with its connection of the Manson family to the chthonic 
forces evoked in Lovecraft’s work. 
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nature of the cosmic powers at work. 13 The powerfully enigmatic quality of the original story 
– one of Lovecraft’s earlier, more prose-poetic efforts – resides in the fact that after the event 
the protagonist cannot even locate the street in which the events of the narrative occurred.    
Early conceptions of TAOKITN anticipated a pillaging of previous Weird texts, horror 
stories and films, perhaps in the manner of Gaiman or Newman, or even taking something 
similar to Stableford’s approach with Lovecraft at its centre. Had this been the course taken, a 
very different novel would have resulted. Although it remains at heart satire, and aspires to a 
thriller-like pace, it is less of a burlesque than it might have been. The vestiges of a Hammer 
Horror climax originally envisaged, for instance, remain, but by diligently following 
Lovecraft’s declared approach to composition, the scene is driven through, and the narrative 
extended in a way that was not anticipated. 
 
Weird Predecessors and Real Magick 
 
 
Lovecraft’s own oeuvre does, of course, have identifiable literary predecessors. His 
debt to Poe, Dunsany and others is documented in Joshi’s biography. De Maupassant’s ‘The 
Horla’ (1887) had a direct influence on what is probably his most famous work ‘The Call of 
Cthulhu’ (Joshi, 2010b, p. 638). The influence of the Munsey pulp magazines on his work is 
investigated at length by Gavin Callaghan in ‘A Reprehensible Habit: H. P. Lovecraft and the 
Munsey Magazines’ (2013b). There is no self-consciousness or criticism, though, in his 
borrowings; they are largely thematic. He offers little, if any, critique of his predecessors’ 
ideological positions, being generally in accord with conservative turn of the century views – 
on race, society and authority – except perhaps in his militant atheism. ‘The Shadow over 
Innsmouth’ (1932), for instance, reworks themes to be found in stories by Irvine S. Cobb and 
                                                
13 Dupin first appeared in ‘The Murders in the Rue Morgue’ (1841). 
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Robert W. Chambers, and though, as Joshi says, he ‘vastly enriched’ (2010b, p. 794) their 
ideas the tale is, more or less, conventional in its horror of hybridity and degeneration. 
His early neo-Decadent posturing – wherein he declared that his art is not fashioned 
‘to point a useful moral, to concoct superficial “uplift” stuff for the mid-Victorian hold-over, 
or to rehash unsolvable human problems didactically’ (Lovecraft, 2006b, p. 47) – is 
somewhat at odds with his New England Puritanical outlook. As Barton Levi St. Armand 
says, he made ‘a strict distinction between an acceptable literary decadence and a sexual 
degradation or degeneracy which he felt went beyond the pale of respectability’ (2013, l. 
259), but maintained almost prurient interest in the doings of the avant-garde and, in 
particular, those elements of associated with the occult.  
As already noted, he was in most respects a meticulous realist. Much is made by 
Harman and Noys of Lovecraft’s handling of unreality, or the monsters and alien worlds 
which provide inspiration for the New Weird writers, but the later stories, in particular, are 
marked, as I have shown, by their grounding in a real world setting. Despite Houellebecq’s 
claim that modern readers prefer Lovecraft’s hideous universe to their own – ‘Satan or 
Nyarlathotep, either one will do, but we will not tolerate another moment of realism’ (2008, 
p. 34) – a great proportion of the effects he achieves comes from the fact that the 
Lovecraftian world is underlain by a consensus reality of the empirically perceived world.  
His position is analogous with the occultists who were his close contemporaries – 
Blavatsky, Crowley et al. – who sought rationalist proofs for their irrationalist claims, despite 
their repudiation of all things scientific. ‘Occultism was often presented as a science, and 
occultists played by the straightforward rule that specific magical procedures produce 
predictable and specified results’ (Owen, 2004, p. 239). Lovecraft, similarly, attempts to 
apply nineteenth century rationalist method to modernist subject matter, and thus creates his 
own hybrid monstrosity.  
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In the next chapter I will return to investigate the connection between occultism and 
Lovecraft and his synthetic mythos more fully. These insights, however, were thrown up 
while researching and in the act of writing TAOKITN. In attempting to diligently apply 
Lovecraft’s own rules and prescriptions to create a convincing near-contemporary mise en 
scène, that is, by adhering to a strict realism as a formal constraint in producing a Weird text, 
the narrative and the characters changed substantially from original preconceptions. This may 
be seen as simply a normal part of the writing process, but the specific problems that arose 
seemed to illuminate certain generic shortcomings in contemporary Weird fiction. These 
shortcomings, in retrospect, coincide with the issues Rucker identifies in his Transrealist 
manifesto, that without a conscious effort to inject an element of realism, and by this I mean 
something beyond internal consistency or plausibility, there is a drift toward a fiction 
populated by archetypes rather than characters. Further, these archetypes are in essence wish-
fulfilling Nietzschean supermen, and there is a tendency towards Hume’s ‘secularized, ego-
centered’ (2014, 1. 1479) myths which aim at Nelson’s ‘dark transcendence’ (2012, p. xi). I 
will cover this more fully in chapter three.    
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Chapter 2 - Science and the Occult 
  404 
Weird Gothic Folklore 
 
 
In a biographical notice of 1928, Lovecraft describes his own practice thus: ‘Serious 
literary efforts now confined to tales of dream-life, strange shadow, and cosmic 
“outsideness”, notwithstanding sceptical rationalism of outlook and keen regard for the 
sciences’ (2006a, p. 286). As already indicated, his efforts to create a plausible hoax-world as 
the background for his stories involves the drawing of scrupulously realistic settings, the use 
of characters who react to his marvels in a believable manner, and a style which takes 
account of the extraordinary nature of the events and beings encountered therein. His 
scientific enthusiasms, however, add an extra dimension – sometimes quite literally – to the 
work. 
It is not a question of ‘notwithstanding’. His sceptical rationalism and scientific 
knowledge form a fundamental and distinctive framework on which the best of his fiction 
hangs, and, as I will show, the distinction between the scientific and the supernatural is not, 
in Lovecraft, always readily discernible. This is not, however, a quality unique to him, but 
rather arises from the Weird literature that preceded him, and in which he was widely read. 
The Weird, as Lovecraft defined and understood it, is a fantasy sub-genre that 
emerged from Gothic horror in the late nineteenth and early twentieth century. In 
‘Supernatural Horror in Literature’ he devotes three sections to the Gothic’s origins, high 
period and ‘aftermath’ (2004d) The characteristic Gothic novel, as described by Botting, is 
marked by an ‘atmosphere of gloom and mystery populated by threatening figures’ with 
‘[s]hocks, supernatural incidents and superstitious beliefs set out to promote a sense of 
sublime awe and wonder which entwined with fear and elevated imaginations’ (2005, p. 45). 
Lovecraft attempts to differentiate the ‘true weird tale’ from the ‘secret murder, bloody 
bones’, and ‘sheeted form clanking chains according to rule’ (2004d, p. 84) of Gothic in the 
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mould of Ann Radcliffe, who he complains has ‘a provoking custom of destroying her own 
phantoms at the last through laboured mechanical explanations’ (p. 89).   
The supernatural fiction he recommends, he says, should have a ‘certain atmosphere 
of breathless and unexplainable dread’ (p. 84), but this could also describe Gothic horror. He 
makes the rather nice distinction that this dread should be of ‘outer, unknown forces’ (p. 84), 
with terror induced by ‘a malign and particular suspension or defeat of those fixed laws of 
Nature which are our only safeguard against the assaults of chaos and daemons of unplumbed 
space’ (p. 84). He does not show how exactly this chaos or these forces and daemons differ 
from established supernatural tropes. What he describes sounds like a variety of science 
fiction – monsters from space – couched in the language of the Gothic supernatural.14   
China Miéville characterises the Weird as a radical ‘break with previous fantastics’ 
renouncing ‘all folkloric or traditional antecedents’ (2008a). Joshi insists that Lovecraft ‘was 
among the first to regard himself as predominantly a “weird writer,”’ something that would 
not have been possible previously as ‘weird was not a recognisable or discrete genre or mode 
of writing at the turn of the [20th] century’ (Joshi, 2010a, p. 49). The evolution of the Weird 
is more gradual than these analyses imply. 
Botting identifies a resurgence of the Gothic in literature in the late nineteenth century 
with the publication of works such as Bram Stoker’s Dracula (1897) and Robert Louis 
Stevenson’s The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde (1886), but though they share the 
same Gothic ancestors as the Weird writers – by Walpole, out of Poe – these novels are not 
quite Weird themselves. Dracula, despite his exoticness, has a fine aristocratic and folkloric 
pedigree. Mr Hyde is a chemically-induced Darwinian regression, ‘smaller, slighter and 
younger’ (2008, p. 125) than his host, Henry Jekyll, but ‘wholly evil’ (p. 127). Stevenson 
                                                
14 There is undoubtedly a relationship between the genres of science fiction and Gothic horror. Mary Shelley’s 
Frankenstein; or the modern Prometheus (1818), for instance, can conceivably be read as a prototypical science 
fiction novel. As Colavito says Victor Frankenstein can be viewed as a ‘mad scientist […] torn apart by the 
moral failings of his mission’ (2008, p. 83). 
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speaks of the ‘trembling immateriality of this seemingly so solid body in which we walk 
attired’ (p. 121), but the story’s premise is far more scientifically than supernaturally 
founded. In the Weird, and especially in Lovecraft, these elements are blurred or blended. 
There is in both these examples, though, a conventional notion of a struggle between good 
and evil, which is decidedly lacking in his bleak, amoral universe. 
One of the differences between these novels and the Weird Lovecraft commends is 
that while the Weird continues to use the suspenseful techniques and atmospheric settings of 
Gothic horror and calls on the authority of science, it is usually less precise about the nature 
of its monsters and manifestations, or how they are brought into the world. There are 
revenants of sorts, spirit beings, and physical monstrosities, but the question of how they 
come to be is rather more complicated.  
 Some of the Weird’s immediate antecedents, as identified by S. T. Joshi, are the 
supernatural and horror stories of authors such as Charles Dickens, Edgar Allan Poe, W. C. 
Morrow, and Rudyard Kipling, which often dealt with hauntings and ghostly returns (2004). 
Jason Colavito, in his study of the connections between horror fiction and scientific thought, 
connects the proliferation of ghost stories in this period to the contemporaneous rise of the 
spiritualist movement (2008, p. 117-122). Around the fin-de-siècle, the investigators of the 
Society for Psychic Research expended considerable energy attempting to verify or disprove 
spiritualist mediums’ claims to be to be able to contact the dead, or summon their spirits from 
the other side. 
The early Weird writers were, indeed, influenced by late nineteenth century 
spiritualism. There are direct references to the mediums and psychic experiments, and use of 
the jargon of the spiritualist movement in the ghost stories of, for instance, Algernon 
Blackwood or E. F. Benson, but this oversimplifies the relationship between these fictional 
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works and the corresponding cultural developments.15 Colavito suggests that the horrors in 
the tales ‘represent the era’s anxiety about the spirit and the soul in the age of mechanization 
and materialism’ (2008, p. 113). It is true that these writers use the spiritualist’s beliefs and 
apparatus in their stories, but the relationship is more complex than this mechanistic analysis 
would suggest, especially as Weird fiction evolves.  
Rather than being a binary opposition between traditional and non-traditional, or 
materialism and spirituality, the Weird accumulates information and presents a world in 
which no category is certain and any knowledge is potentially destabilising.  
Guy de Maupassant’s stories, commended by Lovecraft as ‘the morbid outpourings of 
a realistic mind in a pathological state’ (2004d), show a range that shifts from the 
psychological horror of ‘The Diary of a Madman’ (1885), in which a celebrated and 
respected magistrate is shown by his private diary to have been a sadistic murderer, to the 
straightforwardly supernatural ‘The Apparition’ (1883), with its icily physical revenant. His 
tale ‘The Horla, or Modern Ghosts’ (1887), – ‘generally regarded as a masterpiece’ 
(Lovecraft, 2004d, p. 99) – features an invisible entity which appears intent on controlling the 
mind of the protagonist. This story was one of the inspirations for Lovecraft’s own ‘The Call 
of Cthulhu’ (Joshi, 2010b, p. 638-9). The indeterminate nature of the eponymous being – it is 
impossible to say if it belongs to the natural world or has a supernatural origin – presages the 
way Lovecraft presents some of his own monsters.  
The tale is presented as the protagonist’s diary, and catalogues his mental 
deterioration under the influence of the entity. The thing’s arrival is linked to a ‘Brazilian 
three-master’ (1887, p. 1) viewed by the protagonist on the river by his house just before the 
symptoms of its attempts to possess him begin. Later in the story he quotes an article from a 
scientific journal which describes an outbreak of collective hysteria in Brazil likened to ‘the 
                                                
15 Benson made regular targets in his social satires of the ‘table-turning, crystal-gazing automatic writing, 
materialisation, séances, planchettes and auras’ (1916, p. 40) of modish occult revival enthusiasts. In his series 
of comic novels, Lucia and her friends are taken in by a phoney Guru and are inveterate table-tappers (1991). 
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infectious waves of insanity which attacked European populations in the Middle Ages’ (p. 
18). Lovecraft describes the thing as ‘the vanguard of a horde of extra-terrestrial organisms 
arrived on earth to overwhelm and subjugate mankind’ (2004d, p. 99). In the story, this is a 
hypothesis arrived at by the protagonist in part from his own speculation, though it is also 
hinted that the thing itself has given him a glimpse of travel between worlds. Nothing, of 
course, is confirmed. The protagonist also identifies the Horla with pagan myth and ritual, as 
something ‘awaited in terror by the primitive people of long ago, […] the One summoned by 
witches in the gloom of night’ (p. 19). He cites a fictitious authority on folkloric matters, a Dr 
Hermann Herestauss (p. 17), as well as actual scientific (or a least pseudo-scientific) 
developments: ‘Mesmer came very near to seeing him’ (p. 19). The nature of the Horla, 
however, is unresolved.  
James Cheyne describes Maupassant’s tale as a ‘rough amalgam of popular and 
marginalized science, contemporary fads and discredited scientific theories, folk images, 
tabloid journalism and learned treatises, applied to his own bizarre personal experiences’ 
(1998, p. 11). The story convincingly draws ‘the most evocative and unambiguous literary 
accounts of [sleep paralysis]’ (p. 4), but accounts for it in a manner that demonstrates how 
‘discarded scientific theories often remain sedimented in the cultural tradition’ (p. 1).  
Uncertainty is generated here, but it is not quite the ‘hesitation’ of the Todorovian 
fantastic, in which it is not clear if the strangeness of events in the story have a rational 
explanation or are supernatural, thus creating an ‘ambiguous perception shared by the reader, 
and one of the characters’ (1975, p. 46). The Weird does not trade in uncertainty about its 
monsters; though a protagonist may doubt his senses, the reader is in no doubt as to the truth 
of them. This does not tip the narrative into realm of Todorov’s ‘marvellous’, where the 
entity or occurrence is confirmed as being supernatural, so that the reader can be certain that 
‘what we call the fantastic has not existed’ (p.42). The Horla is impossible, but it is real, or if 
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not real, rumoured; only its origin is uncertain. It has, though, been liberated to join the 
folkloric, along with the other ghosts, demons and discredited science. It is certainly free to 
join the other horrors in the Weird universe as a resource for future writers. 
Todorov’s structural approach to this fiction assumes a sort of average reader for 
whom the literary effects register fairly uniformly. Victoria Nelson suggests different orders 
of reception by different types of reader, with differing levels of intensity of engagement, 
particularly for fantasy, and even more particularly within the genre’s ‘fandom’. Some fans 
become not simply readers but, in Nelson’s terms, ‘Secondary’, or even ‘Primary’ believers, 
some even treating the content of these fictions as fact (2012, p. 57-58). This is because, she 
suggests, as modernity saw a ‘shift in register from belief to imagination’ (p. 11) in matters of 
the supernatural, a new venue was needed to present other non-empirical realities. A 
consequence of this is that ‘the sci-fi, fantasy and horror sub genres’ take on the role of 
‘Gothick hypothesis-generating engines’ (p. 56). Given that, in The Routledge Companion to 
Science Fiction, Miéville describes the Weird as ‘a dark fantastic (“horror” plus “fantasy”) 
often featuring nontraditional alien monsters (thus plus “science fiction”)’ (2009, l. 13168), 
this would make it the ideal site for such hypothesis-generating. Where origins are uncertain, 
folklore and the Weird fill the vacuum.  
Lovecraft’s own mythography, and his pseudobiblia in particular, have taken on a life 
of their own, and this will be dealt with in chapter three. Before that it is necessary to look at 
some of the qualities of the Weird’s implacably other entities, which Miéville tells us take on 
‘unprecedented forms’ (2008, p. 112).    
 
  




One of Miéville’s defining qualities of the Weird is the physicality of its monsters: 
They ‘are indescribable and formless as well as being and/or although they are and/or in so 
far as they are described with an excess of specificity, an accursed share of impossible 
somatic precision …’ (2008, p. 105). As he suggests here, they are fantastically difficult to 
describe; they are, despite their impossibility, material intrusions into a familiar, or at least 
plausible, environment in which they are as alien to the protagonist as they are to the reader.   
In E. F. Benson’s story ‘Negotium Perambulans’, a ‘Thing, the Creature, the Business 
that trafficked in the outer Darkness, a minister of God’s wrath on the unrighteous’ (2012, l. 
4886), is represented in an altar panel in the local church, and turns out to be a species of 
worm/slug/caterpillar which ‘seemed to have no head, but on the front of it was an orifice of 
puckered skin which opened and shut and slavered at the edges’ (l.5073). Confirmation of its 
materiality, the final horror experienced by the narrator is tactile: ‘though something material 
was there, it was impossible to grasp it; my hands sunk in it as in thick mud. It was like 
wrestling with a nightmare’ (l. 5077).  The haptic, according to Miéville, is a quality 
frequently, if not definitively, associated with the Weird monster: ‘Touch and touchability is 
central’ (2008, p. 120).  
This Weird deals with intrusions that are not simply spiritual – the insubstantial 
revenant come to terrorise – it opens the possibility that there is more to matter than we can 
imagine. The monster in this case has characteristics comparable to a decidedly 19
th
 century 
substance. It sounds very much like a description of ectoplasm: stuff that exercised 
spiritualist believers and the researchers of the Society for Psychic Research considerably. 
The putative substance was reckoned to be the method by which ethereal beings gave 
themselves form in the world. Marina Warner shows that the evidence of its existence 
presented by mediums and their backers, though in retrospect transparently fraudulent, were 
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taken very seriously. Photographs of the substance were accepted as conjectural proof of its 
existence. Until proven otherwise by the scientific method, the spirit world was always a 
possibility and therefore worthy of study.  Warner says that the substance ‘did not haunt its 
believers: it offered a solution to the problem of imponderables, and embodied a postulated 
prima materia’ (2008, p. 290). Lovecraft’s Cthulhu has some of the material qualities of the 
substance with its ‘flabby claws’ (1999, p. 167) and a body which splits with a ‘slushy 
nastiness as of a cloven sunfish’ (p. 168). The vampire thing in ‘The Shunned House’ has 
flesh which is ‘a kind of semi-putrid congealed jelly with suggestions of translucency’ (2005, 
p. 114). The fungoid-crustacean space monsters of ‘The Whisperer in Darkness’ have 
physical form, but when Akeley finds one dead ‘it all evaporated in a few hours’ (1999, p. 
229). Discovering that its carcass is touchable and visible but does not register on 
photographic film, he asks: ‘It was surely made of matter—but what kind of matter?’ (p. 
229). 
  Graham Harman says that Lovecraft is a writer ‘perplexed by the gap between 
objects and the power of language to describe them, or between objects and the qualities they 
possess.’ (2012a, l. 61). Lovecraft and his immediate Weird predecessors were dealing, in 
part, with these gaps between the noumenal and the phenomenal. Miéville says that 
‘obsession with numinosity under the everyday is at the heart of Weird Fiction’ (2009, l. 
13630). This is only part of the truth, though: the pre-occupation is not simply with the divine 
or the spiritual, but the possibility of a strange correlation between the numinous and the 
inapprehensible things-in-themselves of idealism.  
Lovecraft, the arch-materialist, objected to the use of developments in scientific 
thought – quantum theory and relativity – to justify a ‘sickly decadent neomysticism’ by 
means of which ‘a new brood of despairing and horrified moderns […] seizing on the doubt 
of all positive knowledge which they imply; and […] deducing therefrom that, since nothing 
  412 
is true, therefore anything can be true ….. whence one may invent or revive any sort of 
mythology that fancy or nostalgia or desperation may dictate, and to defy anyone to prove 
that it isn’t “emotionally” true’ (1971, p. 53). His fiction, however, operates precisely in this 
way, ascribing a pseudo-scientific basis to his (already synthetic) mythical gods and 
monsters. Cthulhu and the Old Ones, of At the Mountains of Madness, as already stated, are 
worshiped as deities or daemons, but have extra-terrestrial origins. This is the case for the 
Weird fiction that preceded his. The entities in it may be supernatural, conjured from the 
spirit realm, but they must be substantial. They may also, of course, be both.   
Mark Fisher describes the plague in Edgar Allen Poe’s ‘The Mask of the Red Death’ 
(1842) entering Prince Prospero’s court as ‘matter […] interpos[ing] itself into the world of 
the ideal’ (2001, p. 237). The Red Death, presumably a bacterial infection, though not 
understood as such in Poe’s faux-medieval fictional world, overcomes all defences. 
Prospero’s power over his subjects is only power in the realm of human ideas; matter trumps 
it. Fisher notes the irony of the intruder’s disguising himself as the personification of the Red 
Death: ‘Poe understood that, in the Master realm of idealism, everything is read as metaphor, 
signifier, symbol’ (p. 237). Where fantasy/science fiction is concerned, this accords with 
Miéville’s idea that within the genre metaphors are ‘literalised’, but this ‘does not mean that 
it stops being a metaphor, […] it invigorates the metaphor because it embeds its referent 
within the totality of the text, with its own integrity and realism’ (Shapiro, 2008, p. 65).  
The anomalous entities of Weird fiction have multiple functions. They may have 
supernatural qualities but they are, in the terms of the stories in which they appear, real 
material things. At the same time, while they may serve as metaphors, as I will explain 
below, they must be considered literally. This parallel became particularly clear in writing 
TAOKITN. The zombies and creatures may well represent something other than themselves, 
but through Miéville’s ‘radical forgetting’ (p. 66) or Scanlon’s ‘(willful) entry into belief’ 
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(2008, p. 87) it was necessary to consider them real and scientifically explicable (even if the 
science is entirely spurious).   
The Weird fiction that influenced Lovecraft’s work took shape in a period when 
discoveries in the natural sciences, while they appeared to be on the brink of explaining the 
workings of a mechanical universe, were actually extending and complicating ways of 
describing reality in a manner that, potentially at least, appeared to lend credence to occult 
readings of the world (Owen, 2004; Warner, 2008, pp. 221-263; Treitel, 2004). The Weird 
considers the ramifications of such discoveries and speculations. As Fisher puts it: ‘Fiction is 
one of the black mirrors through which It becomes us, and the Outside gets in’ (2001, p. 232). 
In his précis of the characteristics of materialism – in this case Karl Marx’s materialism, 
though it seems applicable to Lovecraft’s worldview – Fisher says: ‘There is only one type of 
stuff in the cosmos. Every kind of dualism and all appeals to the supersensible or the 
supernatural are illegitimate’ (p. 231). Where the Weird is concerned, it may very well be 
that the ‘material’ is supernatural: that it is occult. 
 
Folklore and Science 
 
 
Ambrose Bierce, one of the six writers presented as generic founding fathers in 
Joshi’s The Weird Tale (1990), deals for the most part in ghosts and spirits. In ‘The Secret of 
Macarger’s Gulch’ (1893) and ‘Present at a Hanging’ (1888) apparitions show the narrators 
the sites of their violent deaths. His story ‘An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge’ (1890) is 
more interesting, telling of a Confederate civilian, Peyton Farquhar, arrested and hanged 
during American Civil War. He appears to escape when the rope breaks, and makes his way 
home through a dreamlike landscape. The ending reveals that this is Farquhar’s hallucination 
at the instant of death. 
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‘The Damned Thing’ (1893) is an even less conventional offering. The setting is an 
improvised country inquest into the death of a hunter, Morgan. His companion’s testimony 
states that he was attacked by an invisible entity. Unlike Maupassant’s Horla, the thing 
causes substantial physical, as opposed to psychological, damage, lacerating and bruising the 
man during its assault (2006, p. 104). Nothing is resolved, but notes in Morgan’s diary record 
how he had encountered the entity before. His notes tell how he had observed that something 
moving across the skyline one evening, and though invisible its presence caused stars on the 
horizon to vanish momentarily as it passed (p. 105). He speculates that the thing is of a colour 
not visible to humans, being something akin to ultraviolet, or ‘“actinic” rays’ (p. 106), as 
Bierce has it. The coroner suppresses this information, however, and the sole witness to the 
death, a journalist, William Harker, tells the inquest that he has wired his evidence to his 
newspaper, but assures them that: ‘It was not written as news, for it is incredible, but as 
fiction’ (p. 100). 
 The story presents an amalgam of pseudo-science and traveller’s tale, in a prosaic 
journalistic register, where even the characters are sceptical about the events. The inquest 
jury concludes that the man was the victim of a wild animal attack. There is a faint possibility 
that Harker is mistaken, that his senses have deceived him, in line with a Todorovian fantastic 
reading, but Weird protocols insist that it is more likely to be one of those entities which 
suspend Lovecraft’s fixed laws of Nature.   
In the background of the story, though unmentioned, lurk legendary wilderness 
creatures and folkloric demons. Bierce’s Damned Thing which haunts the chaparral appears 
to have some of the unappeasable savagery of the Native American spirit, the Wendigo (or 
Witiko), a ‘malevolent cannibal monster of northern Algonquian legend’ (2009, p. 356). It 
certainly shares its aggression, and like many Weird monsters is a predator rather than a devil 
(Miéville, 2008, p. 111). The Wendigo has a variety of characteristics (and names), but is 
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roughly speaking ‘a giant spirit-creature with a heart and sometimes an entire body of ice, 
and prodigious strength’, whose ‘prevailing characteristic seems to be its ravenous hunger for 
human flesh’ (Atwood, 2004, l. 1086). It has been used repeatedly in western appropriations 
of indigenous folklore, Atwood tells us, as a flexible metaphor, seen variously ‘as the 
personification of winter, or hunger, or spiritual selfishness’ (l. 1107). The creature has even 
given its name to a psychiatric condition, a sort of ‘cabin fever’ in which sufferers are 
overcome by violent and cannibalistic urges, though the nature and extent of this are disputed 
(Carlson, 2009). 
Danette DiMarco reads Atwood’s own novel, Oryx and Crayke (2009), as a Wendigo 
story in which the creature is ‘a metaphorical construct, [which] serves as a warning to 
audiences about their own participation in potentially oppressive systems’ (DiMarco p. 155). 
If this is the case, it would be a kind of self-conscious sermonising distinctly at odds with the 
Weird version of the world, with ‘its insistence on a chaotic, amoral, anthropoperipheral 
universe’ (Miéville, 2008, p. 112). Bierce’s Damned Thing and Maupassant’s Horla are not 
moral agents; they simply are. As mentioned in the previous chapter, Atwood herself is one 
of the targets of Miéville’s criticism of recent ‘slipstream’ – mainstream fiction 
masquerading as fantasy – is too self-conscious to be successful: ‘I don’t believe Margaret 
Atwood’s monsters because I don’t believe that she believes in them’ (Shapiro, 2008, p. 65). 
He continues: ‘I think that radical fiction can sometimes do as good, if not even better, a 
critical job by acts of radical naivety and radical forgetting of the fact that this is a work of 
fiction, as by attempted ‘alienation’ (p. 66). 
The difference between Atwood’s parable and the fiction of Lovecraft’s immediate 
predecessors is that though Weird stories are open to metaphoric or allegorical interpretation 
– and as Miéville puts it, the fact that they give ‘leeway for readings against the ideological 
grain is part of what makes Weird Fiction such an ongoingly fascinating field’ (2009, l. 
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13722) – they are speculative, dealing with the possibilities of convergence between the 
mythic and a ‘real’ awaiting only scientific advance to reveal it.     
Algernon Blackwood’s short story ‘The Wendigo’ (1910) portrays its creature in 
similar terms to Maupassant and Bierce. The creature is randomly predatory; and there is the 
customary cod science: in this case speculation about the dramatically capitalised 
phenomenon of ‘Collective Hallucination’ (l. 7). Blackwood pays more attention to the 
folkloric detail as catalogued by Atwood: its victim, the French Canadian guide Défago, is 
whisked away and carried through the air at incredible speed; he is returned damaged, his feet 
burnt but apparently possessed; he attempts to eat moss and is unable stomach any other food 
(presumably because he now craves human flesh) (Atwood, 2004, l. 1086). To this 
Blackwood adds a hint at spiritual forces accessible to the shaman: 
in the heart of unreclaimed wilderness, they had surely witnessed something crudely 
and essentially primitive. Something that had survived somehow the advance of 
humanity had emerged terrifically, betraying a scale of life still monstrous and 
immature. He envisaged it rather as a glimpse into prehistoric ages, when 
superstitions, gigantic and uncouth, still oppressed the hearts of men; when the forces 
of nature were still untamed, the Powers that may have haunted a primeval universe 
not yet withdrawn. (1910, l. 739) 
 
The story may be read simply as a parable about western encroachment into wild 
places, or seem like a return to the devils and spirits of the Gothic, but Blackwood was a 
member of the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn  (Owen, 2004, p. 62), and the existence 
of spirit beings and ‘the Powers that may have haunted a primeval universe’ were, for him, as 
much speculative science as Bierce’s musings on visible light wavelengths. 
 
Weird and the Occult 
 
 
Lovecraft and the other Weird writers were indebted not only to the spiritualist 
movement with its revenants and ectoplasm, but to the broader occult revival of this period. 
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The blossoming of the Weird Tale is roughly contemporaneous with this occult revival as 
described by Alex Owen in The Place of Enchantment (2004). In the period covered by her 
survey Owen tells us ‘the approach of the “modern era” was heralded with an optimism 
marked by anxiety’ (p. 7). Part of this optimism was manifest in the excitement produced by 
the possibilities of spiritual growth and personal development offered by the return of 
‘psychologized’ Renaissance magic (p. 13).  
She argues that whereas a ‘familiar narrative of modernity’ (p. 9) can be found in 
industrialisation, state building, bureaucratisation, and secularisation, there are manifestations 
of modernity that are more directly connected to the occult and the supernatural. Citing Max 
Weber’s use of the term ‘disenchantment’, which suggests that modernity brings about a state 
whereby ‘a lack of belief in the external forces of the supernatural makes it impossible to 
invest the world with certain kinds of meaning – both in terms of existential existence and the 
unifying ethical values traditionally established by the great world religions’ (p. 11). The 
occult revival was not merely an attempt to alleviate the anxiety produced by secularisation; 
rather the investigations of occultists and magicians were evidence that ‘belief itself was 
capable of renegotiating the rationalism and even scientism of the period without sacrificing 
the ultimate claims to meaning that surely lie at the heart of religious experience’ (p. 11).   
Weird fiction covers some of the same ground that the fin-de-siècle occultists were 
exploring, but largely without the concomitant optimism, and often with considerably more 
anxiety.  
Both were preoccupied with the recovery of ancient wisdom, some of it fraudulent: 
Davies details the nineteenth century translation of Egyptian and Assyrian-Babylonian 
documents and their enthusiastic adoption by and use in the ceremonies of the Hermetic 
Order of the Golden Dawn by Samuel Liddell MacGregor Mathers, A. E. Waite and their 
followers (2009). Helena Petrovna Blavatsky made use of the same sources, but also co-opted 
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Hindu and Buddhist texts (Goodrick-Clarke, 2008, p. 215-217). Lovecraft and his circle, as 
noted above, made use of these discoveries and revivals interweaving actual esoteric texts 
with their own invented grimoires to great effect, as I will show.  
Forgotten civilisations (or races) were fertile ground for occultists and Weird writers 
alike. The archaeological discoveries of Heinrich Schliemann and others in the late 
nineteenth century led to speculations about lost continents and civilisations. Ignatius 
Donnelly in America elaborated a whole history of Atlantis from minimal evidence, and in 
Europe Philip L. Sclater and Ernst Haeckel postulated the sunken continent of Lemuria which 
they believed lay between Africa and India (Colavito, 2008, p. 164-5). Lovecraft’s 
corresponding fictitious lost lands of Mu and Leng appear in such stories as At the Mountains 
of Madness, ‘The Whisperer in Darkness’, and the collaboration ‘Medusa’s Coil’, while 
Cthulhu himself is entombed in the sunken city of R’lyeh. 
In the real world, Blavatsky and the Theosophists fell upon these scientific 
‘revelations’ and combined them with their own spiritualist conjectures in order to 
demonstrate an alternative history for human development. Their logic seems to have been 
that if the newly translated or rediscovered texts of known ancient civilisations enabled a 
reinterpretation and reassessment of the state of knowledge, how much more might remain to 
be uncovered if entire continents and peoples have vanished without trace?  
Theosophical thought draws from the Hermetic and Neo-Platonist traditions, on the 
Kabbalah, Mesmerism, and incorporates Hindu and Buddhist teachings in order to 
demonstrate ‘the existence of an ancient wisdom religion’ (Goodrick-Clarke, 2008, p. 216). 
This theory adds credence to the lost civilisation postulate, which is in turn bolstered by the 
existence of this lost knowledge. The fact that much of Madam Blavatsky’s evidence was 
proven fraudulent or plagiarised was no impediment to the circulation of her ideas. Esoteric 
knowledge could be intuited, and had no need of rationalism, and no time for scientific 
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materialism. As Goodrick-Clarke tells us, a fundamental characteristic of esoteric spirituality 
is that such knowledge can be obtained directly through ‘a cognitive and visionary 
relationship with a mesocosm, an independent world of hierarchies and spiritual 
intermediaries’ (p. 9). The posited ur-religion is ‘a Hermetic philosophy based on an 
emanationist cosmology’ (p. 216). As Goodrick-Clark further explains: ‘this doctrine posits 
the involution of man from “higher and more spiritual natures”. A “divine spark” has 
descended into matter, and once it has reached its densest material level, it begins its ascent 
back to its source.’ (p.216). He cites Blavatsky: ‘The human race must be finally physically 
spiritualized’ (quoted at: p. 216). Matter and spirit are fundamentally entwined. From this 
standpoint, humans can attain the divine, but, also, spiritual entities can manifest themselves.  
   This is a worldview which would clearly account for Maupassant’s ‘anxious’ Horla-
exorcising priests (1887) and Blackwood’s shamanic primitives (1910), as well as their 
monsters.  
The occultist Aleister Crowley’s beliefs were in accord with this Blavatskian outlook. 
A practising magician, his The Book of the Law, ‘the cornerstone of his magical philosophy 
of Thelema’ (Kaczynski, 2010, p. 128), was dictated to him by a spirit being called Aiwass, 
which appeared to stand at his left shoulder while it recited to him (p.127). Owen gives a 
lengthy account of Crowley’s encounters with a variety of beings when, in the North African 
desert, accompanied by his acolyte Victor Neuberg, he undertook ‘a journey through John 
Dee’s Aethyrs’, the Aethyrs being ‘realms of otherworldly existence’ (Owen p. 196). The 
aim of the exercise was to cross the ‘Abyss’ and undergo ‘annihilation of the personal self’ 
(p.199) in order to progress in his practice and achieve spiritual enlightenment. Encounters 
with the god Pan and Choronzon, the demon of the Abyss, were recorded in detail by the 
men. Neuberg claimed that Choronzon, in physical form, assaulted him and ‘tried to tear out 
his throat’ (p. 201).  
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In this way the occult and spiritual revivalists, sometimes alarmingly, attempted to re-
enchant the world. Whether Crowley’s encounters were real or not, or whether Blavatsky’s 
synthesised ur-religion had any basis in fact is largely irrelevant: within the community of 
believers these were legitimate experiments and speculations. Reality could be intuited by the 
mystically adept. Owen says, ‘Occultists refused to understand the relationship between 
reason and reality in conventional terms, arguing instead that in their post-Enlightenment 
incarnations both concepts were fatally flawed’ (p. 239).  
The writers of the Weird provide a sceptical and/or fretful riposte, even when, as was 




Lovecraft, Folklore, Occult and Science 
 
 
Although Lovecraft exploits these relationships he goes further; he is omnivorous in 
sourcing material for his stories. Whereas Bierce or Blackwood confine themselves to 
conventional wendigo lore, in his take on mythical wilderness creatures in ‘The Whisperer in 
Darkness’ (1930), Lovecraft improvises exuberantly. His Mi-Go – alien winged, fungoid 
crustaceans from beyond the solar system – are the subject of speculation between Wilmarth, 
the protagonist, and other academics as he tries to piece together the evidence of the 
creatures’ origins. His investigation reads as a sort of mélange of comparative anthropology 
and religion after the style of Murray’s The Witch-Cult in Europe (1921), or Frazer’s The 
Golden Bough (1890):  
It was of no use to demonstrate to such opponents that the Vermont myths differed 
but little in essence from those universal legends of natural personification which 
filled the ancient world with fauns and dryads and satyrs, suggested the kallikanzarai 
of modern Greece, and gave to wild Wales and Ireland their dark hints of strange, 
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small, and terrible hidden races of troglodytes and burrowers. No use, either, to point 
out the even more startlingly similar belief of the Nepalese hill tribes in the dreaded 
Mi-Go or “Abominable Snow-Men” who lurk hideously amidst the ice and rock 
pinnacles of the Himalayan summits. When I brought up this evidence, my opponents 
turned it against me by claiming that it must imply some actual historicity for the 
ancient tales; that it must argue the real existence of some queer elder earth-race, 
driven to hiding after the advent and dominance of mankind, which might very 
conceivably have survived in reduced numbers to relatively recent times—or even to 
the present. (Lovecraft, 1931, pp. 205-6)  
 
The reader, through Wilmarth, is left in no doubt as to the extra-terrestrial origins of 
the aliens, but the story is littered with references the other creatures in Lovecraft’s own 
synthetic mythography: ‘Tsathoggau […] the amorphous, toad-like god-creature mentioned 
in the Pnakotic Manuscripts and the Necronomicon and the Commoriom myth-cycle 
preserved by the Atlantean high-priest Klarkash-Ton’ (p. 249).16 In this world the occult, 
both fictional and actual, is as valid as scientific or anthropological data. It is not simply the 
case, as Fritz Lieber asserts, that ‘[h]e shifted the focus of the supernatural dread from man 
and his little world and his gods, to the stars and the black and unplumbed gulfs of 
intergalactic space’ (1980, p. 50), but that he presents evidence undistilled and from multiple 
sources. Astronomic phenomena are linked to Eastern religion: ‘I guessed […] the secret 
behind the Magellanic Clouds and globular nebulae, and the black truth veiled by the 
immemorial allegory of Tao’ (Lovecraft, 1999, p. 251). These allusions – the ‘secret’ and the 
‘black truth’ are not explained more fully – lead to a sort informational overload. Further, the 
story opens with an account of the actual Vermont floods of 1927 and his setting includes a 
customarily detailed evocation of the real New England landscape giving an overwhelming 
blend of realism, mysticism and (cod) scientific speculation. 
                                                
16 Klarkash-Ton is Lovecraft’s playful reference to his friend and fellow fantasy author Clark Ashton Smith in 
whose story ‘The Tale of Satampra Zeiros’ Commoriom and Tsathoggau first appear (2014b). Lovecraft had 
seen the tale in manuscript two years before its publication in Weird Tales (Joshi  2014d, p. 341). In the event, 
‘The Whisperer in Darkness’ was published first, giving the impression that they were Lovecraft’s coinages (p. 
342). 
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In ‘The Dreams in the Witch House’ (1932), he shows us the mathematician Gilman’s 
dreams, or perhaps inter-dimensional travels, describing the alien world he encounters: 
‘Gilman sometimes compared the inorganic masses to prisms, labyrinths, clusters of cubes 
and planes, and Cyclopean buildings; and the organic things struck him variously as groups 
of bubbles, octopi, centipedes, living Hindoo idols, and intricate Arabesques roused into a 
kind of ophidian animation’ (2005, p. 305). Ingwersen notes that his descriptions of the 
‘bubble-congeries’ (p. 318) that dog Gilman are an ‘attempt to visualize a multi-dimensional 
hyper-sphere whose projection into the three-dimensional mind of Walter Gilman constitutes 
an incomprehensible and unsurprisingly disconcerting sight’ (Ingwersen, 2013, p. 4). This 
attempt to represent scientific concepts aesthetically is not, however, the end of the story. 
Gilman’s nightmares are orchestrated by a revived seventeenth century witch, Keziah Mason 
and her rat-like familiar, Brown Jenkin; child sacrificial rites and Lovecraft’s own chaos god 
Azathoth are also somehow involved.    
Cheyne’s ‘rough amalgam’ (1998, p. 11) of sources is here multiplied and refined so 
that it becomes kaleidoscopic and disorientating. Joshi summarises Leiber’s view, set out in 
‘A Literary Copernicus’: ‘that Lovecraft fashioned a unique hybrid, mingling those elements 
of the traditional supernatural tale that still remained scientifically and aesthetically viable 
with the emerging genre of science fiction’ (2014, l. 3590). This does not capture the textual 
complexity of stories written in a period in which, as I have shown, traffic between science 
and the occult was part of the intellectual and cultural discourse.  
His stories are further complicated by his own invented elements – the so-called 
Cthulhu Mythos – which will be explored further in chapter three. I will first show how I 
attempted to replicate this method by working with scientific developments in the public 
domain which were contemporaneous with the action of the novel. 
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Kunstlicht, Science and the Occult 
 
 
The creatures in TAOKITN are in direct lineage from the Wendigos and wilderness 
monsters of Bierce, Blackwood and Lovecraft. Their mythological pedigree is tied to the 
writings of Nazi-Ariosophist mystic Karl Maria Wiligut (Goodrick-Clarke, 2004, p. 179) – 
which will be dealt with separately in the next chapter – but the pseudo-scientific background 
for it was constructed in line with Lovecraft’s recommended build-up of ‘homely 
corroborative details’ taken, in the manner suggested by Cheyne, from disparate sources but 
privileging none. By this means, I hoped to, in Lovecraft’s own words, ‘forget formal 
literature, & simply devise a lie as carefully as a crooked witness prepares a line of testimony 
with cross-examining lawyers in his mind’ (1971, p. 193).  
In order to construct a convincing narrative that maintained its internal scientific logic 
the background material was restricted to that which was contemporary with the setting of the 
novel, or which might be known at that time. In 1991, the ice man Ötzi was recovered from 
glacier melt in the South Tyrol in Austria (2013). The body of this man had been preserved in 
ice for over 5,000 years. This suggested a parallel with Lovecraft’s use of things that ‘lurk 
hideously amidst the ice and rock pinnacles’ (1999, p. 206). The first thoughts had been to 
place the body in Portuguese caves where Neanderthal remains have been found, or in the 
Alps so as to connect with the Ariosophist mythology that also informs the narrative.  
The Himalayas of Lovecraft’s Mi-Go became the most plausible candidate, however, 
when further research showed that Helena Blavatsky claimed that the source of her own 
occult knowledge was the Secret Masters of Tibet – ‘adepts with superhuman powers’ 
(Goodrick-Clarke, 2008, p. 213). This also allowed for a connection, not only to Theosophist 
occult teachings, but also to Ernst Schäfer’s actual Nazi-sponsored expedition to that country, 
and by (fictitious) association to the work of Wiligut, the occultist (Goodrick-Clarke, 2002). 
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The raising of the creature by sorcery at Yatworth Hall provides a climax, but the 
other manifestations – Baby and the creature in America – are the result of thaumaturgically 
enhanced cloning. The action of the story is set between 1993 and 1995, and although the 
first mammal clone – Dolly the Sheep – was not successfully created until 1996, the 
possibility of cloning was already in the public consciousness and had been the subject of 
science/horror fiction from considerably earlier. Michael Crichton’s story of cloned 
dinosaurs, Jurassic Park had been published in 1990, and was made into a film in 1993 by 
Stephen Spielberg. Though not precisely a Weird story, the novel is what Jason Colavito 
classifies as horror thriller, a genre ‘combining science, horror, and action into potboiler 
novels’ (2008, p. 313). The theme, though, has potential for incorporation into a Weird text. 
As Colavito himself points out, in the novel ‘the dinosaurs function much like Lovecraft’s old 
ones, earlier rulers of a vanished earth, who are indifferent to human dreams, agents of chaos 
and the wild’ (p. 314). 
A fictional treatment of cloning more pertinent to the plot of TAOKITN is Ira Levin’s 
The Boys from Brazil (1976), and its subsequent film treatment, which deals with the cloning 
by escaped Nazi Josef Mengele of numerous Hitlers. This story, though essentially a pseudo-
scientific thriller, has much that is conventionally Gothic about it. The plotters’ aim of 
resurrecting not only the Nazi leader but the entire Third Reich will fulfil Freud’s properties 
of the Doppelgänger, or double, changing what had ‘once been an assurance of immortality’ 
in the cloning process into ‘the uncanny harbinger of death’ (2003, p. 142). 
These themes have already been so well attached to the science of cloning, as 
discussed by Jensen, that they have had a profound influence on the public perceptions on the 
scientific applications of cloning: ‘Extended discussion was often unnecessary: Merely 
mentioning such films sufficed to immediately communicate an entire narrative about human 
cloning’ (2008, p. 138). This narrative is customarily dystopian in nature, and whereas 
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‘shared cultural memories are based in myth and unrealistic fiction they do little to promote 
substantive discussion of human cloning’ (p.138) and thus become an obstacle to the 
promotion of rational scientific discourse. It is not so problematic when producing uncanny 
and disturbing stories.    
Indeed, TAOKITN attempts to go further, exploring several facets of revenance found 
in horror, science fiction and the specifically Weird. Dr Siemens and his associates are trying 
to resurrect not simply the Nazi past, but a mythical – and, as will be shown, specifically 
Nazi-mythical – precursor to the ‘Aryan’ race. The mechanics of this resurrection refer back 
to the ‘sickly decadent neomysticism’ (1971, p. 53) of which Lovecraft complains in regard 
to the hi-jacking of quantum mechanics and relativity by fashionable esotericists. In regard to 
this novel, however, these details are inspired by Liber Kaos, Peter J. Carroll’s 1992 treatise 
on chaos magic and quantum mechanics, in which he states: ‘Ether, unlike spirit in older 
models, is not superior to matter; the ridiculous old spirit matter duality disappears in the new 
paradigms. Matter and ether are just two of the properties that the ever-mysterious stuff of the 
universe exhibits to our perception’ (l. 283). 
This ‘ever-mysterious stuff’ equates to the Weird matter of Warner’s ‘prima materia’, 
as mentioned above, but also gives an update to the methods by which Joseph Curwen 
reanimates the dead from their ‘essential Saltes’ (2002, p. 103) in The Case of Charles Dexter 
Ward. In Lovecraftian fashion, this detail is hinted at rather than dealt with in an extensive 
‘infodump’ – as Mendlesohn says, ‘Making the infodump natural is one of the most difficult 
problems to solve in science fiction and fantasy’ (2013, l. 1798) – but that is because the aim 
is not to offer up an instruction manual on chaos magic. It is rather to create a disorientating 
fuzz of information. The logorrhoeic Dr Siemens also serves this function, imparting some 
useful data, but also clouding matters, so that the reader is given the information to decode 
the story, but in such a fragmented manner that it remains enigmatic. In Charles Dexter 
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Ward, for instance, a being (from jar 118) is inadvertently summoned by Dr Willett, and 
seeks out and destroys Curwen’s occult associates. He is probably a long-dead magician, but 
the question of his identity is left open.17     
In attending to the fine detail of the mechanics of the magic and fantastic events in the 
novel the aim is to create the required atmosphere. By concentrating not merely on 
plausibility, but on a hoax producing realism, it became clear that using Lovecraft’s own 
creations would not work because they are too well known. His works, which, at first, 
seemed central, have been so over-used that they cannot be used in building a Lovecraftian 
hoax.  
The concentration on the fine points of the practicalities of these fantastic elements 
and ensuring that they have correspondences in the real world had a real effect on the novel’s 
plot. It was anticipated that the climactic scene in the hall would end with the incursion of 
Cthulhu Mythos, or mythos-like, entities into the world. The logic of the scene, though, 
dictated a different source. It is modelled in part on Crowley’s desert encounters, and results 
not only in the resurrection of the wilderness beast but of the accidental invocation and 
raising of Dionysus. Even though the machinery of this scene, the green bottle and 
sarcophagus, are taken from Walter Pater’s ‘Denys L’Auxerrois’ (1887), which recounts the 
god’s return to medieval France, this option did not become clear until quite late in the 
composition process. It altered the ending of the novel quite profoundly.  
In the introduction, I explained that part of the impulse for writing TAOKITN was a 
series of encounters with would-be Crowleyans and Nietzscheans, and I have, to some extent, 
shown how Lovecraft incorporated occult ideas into his fiction. In the next chapter I will look 
the synthetic elements of his ‘Mythos’, and how they connect not only to the strands of occult 
thought as represented by Crowley and the occult revival magicians, but to the philosopher 
                                                
17 Internet forums and chat rooms can be found where enthusiasts speculate about the identity of No.118. One 
such, at yog-sothoth.com, suggests Merlin or Lovecraft’s own Abdul Al-Hazred, author of the Necronomicon 
(2004). 
  427 
Friedrich Nietzsche, who was himself considered an occultist by his earliest English 
translator and audience. I will show how a Lovecraftian fiction can be used to critique of 
misuses of Nietzschean thought as represented by my former associates. 
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Chapter 3 – Myth and the Mythos 
  430 
Occult Nietzschean Weird  
 
 
As noted in chapter one, among Rucker’s precepts in his ‘Transrealist Manifesto’ is 
that the principal of this fantastic fiction should not be presented as ‘some super-person’ (p. 
2). I have already suggested that there is a tendency in recent Lovecraft inspired work – the 
New Weird fiction in particular – to make the protagonists at least adventure heroes (akin to 
Houellebecq’s suggested sturdy and tenacious Buchanesque characters), and sometimes 
supernaturally gifted.  
In Neil Gaiman’s Neverwhere (2005), for instance, Richard Mayhew swiftly 
acclimatizes to the strange parallel world of London Below and by the end of the novel has 
become a sort of quest hero, passing ‘the Ordeal of the Key’ and becoming ‘its master’ (p. 
344). In the same author’s American Gods (2001), as previously mentioned, the protagonist, 
Shadow, learns that he is the Norse god Odin’s half-mortal son (l. 8467) and appears, in any 
case, relatively unperturbed by trans-dimensional travel. China Miéville’s Saul Garamond, 
the offspring of a human mother and the eponymous supernatural creature in King Rat 
(1998), rapidly becomes accustomed to his superhuman powers. Steph Swainston’s Jant, in 
the secondary world adventure The Year of Our War (2004), struggles with the very human 
problem of drug addiction, but has wings and is one of a cohort of super-warriors.  
An early conception of the final section of TAOKITN would have seen Christian and 
Yuuko acquire the necessary occult skills to resurrect LeRoi, or to remake themselves as a 
kind of undead supergroup, in a parodic nod to those supernatural tales in which the monsters 
have become heroes, or at very least romantic anti-heroes – Anne Rice’s Interview with the 
Vampire (1976), Stephenie Meyer’s Twilight (2007) (and their sequels), Kim Newman’s 
previously mentioned Anno Dracula series, or Glen Duncan’s noir-ish good werewolf versus 
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bad vampires tale, The Last Werewolf (2011). Adhering to Lovecraftian rules, though, made 
these denouements distinctly unlikely.  
My research, in fact, suggested that his own works show a marked resistance to the 
ideas adopted by the amateur occultist/Nietzscheans who inspired TAOKITN in the first 
place. One of these recurrent ideas is a preoccupation with and enthusiasm for Dionysian 
abandon and pagan ritual, which I will deal with in subsequent sections. The first, which I 
will deal with here, is a vague elitist notion that it is possible to become something 
‘Nietzschean’ in the particular adjectival sense which the Oxford English Dictionary says 
refers to ‘his theories of the superman able to rise above the restrictive morality of ordinary 
men’ (2007). 
In Limits of Horror, Fred Botting shows how different interpretations of the monster’s 
function in Gothic and related fiction form a trajectory in culture. He describes it first as that 
which gives ‘form to the disturbing locus of otherness’ by which ‘modernity partially 
stabilises anxiety with objects of fear, exclusion or repugnance’ (2010, p. 8), here referring to 
the works of Walpole, Lewis and the earliest Gothic novelists. He then tells us how the 
Gothic then produced a ‘suffering, curiously humanised monster’ which represents not a 
manifestation of ‘the cold and normative mechanisms of bourgeois modernity, but […] its 
exception, unrecognised, excluded, silenced’ (p. 13). The monster becomes a more 
sympathetic Romantic hero. Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein (1817) is, perhaps, the exemplary 
case. The logical extension of this trajectory, he tells us, is that in postmodern culture, 
through screen and literary portrayals, the monster becomes a transitional figure ‘representing 
the positive potential of posthuman transformation’ (p. 14).    
Thomas Ligotti, a writer of Weird fiction who commends Lovecraft for his 
pessimism, connects the posthuman directly to the occult, suggesting that to ‘the canonical 
texts of Theosophy, Anthroposophy, Scientology, G. I. Gurdjieff’s Fourth Way, the 
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Kabbalah, and so on (…) should be added the curiosa of “transhumanism,” a zealous type of 
utopian thought underwritten by the belief that day by day we are getting closer and closer to 
building a better human’ (2011, l. 1710). 
From there the arc continues: ‘As humans have conceived transhumanism, 
transhumanists have conceived posthumanism, a far off condition in which none will live as 
we have all these years but will have evolved into something beyond our present selves’ (l. 
1720).   
In the introduction to Limits of Horror, Botting also describes a number of murders 
unrelated to each other but connected by the fact that the perpetrators appeared to be 
influenced by the tropes and conventions of horror fiction and Goth culture. In one grisly 
example, a couple commit murder, and, after carving a pentagram on his body, drink his 
blood. ‘Boundaries between fiction and reality blur, to the extent that each interpenetrates and 
shapes the other, dismantling conventional patterns of differentiation’ (p. 5). In writing 
TAOKITN, I became even more aware that the spiritually self-improving impulse in its 
protagonists, their desire for transcendence, however poorly articulated, and their conviction 
of superiority to their peers, might lead not to an enlightened ‘posthuman’ state, or even 
action-adventure super-heroic status, but to a self-serving barbarism.  
Ligotti, in an analysis of Lovecraft’s novella, says that: ‘Life as we conceive it, let 
alone a configuration of atoms that goes by the name of Charles Dexter Ward, occurs in a 
context of permanent jeopardy which remains only to be discovered and from which there is 
no salvation’ (2011, l. 2852). As I have suggested, the New Weird in particular does not 
engage with this aspect of Lovecraft’s work, but seems to work within the conventions of 
adventure or superhero fiction, and adopts, whether intentionally or not, a Nietzschean/occult 
outlook, moving closer, in spirit, to Nelson’s ‘vehicle for developing frameworks of new 
religious movements’ (2012, p. xii). 
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 In his survey of the development of comic book superhero fiction, the comic writer 
and artist Chris Knowles (2007) places its origins, along with fictional precursors such as 
Edward Bulwer-Lytton’s The Coming Race (1871), in the occult revival writings of Madame 
Blavatsky and the philosophy of Friedrich Nietzsche.18  Superheroes are, as Nelson puts it, 
descended from ‘Theosophy’s Ascended Masters and Nietzsche’s superman’ (2012, p. 81) 
That Nietzsche should be implicated alongside the Theosophists is not surprising given that 
his initial favourable reception outside Germany was as an occultist and by occultists. One of 
his earliest champions in England was A. R. Orage, for whom the philosopher was ‘above all 
a mystic whose affinities with the mystical tradition were beyond all question’ (Thatcher, 
1970, p. 219). 19 In Russia, Carlson tells us, occultists’ ‘understanding of Nietzsche was 
enthusiastic, but all too often superficial and naive, as they reduced his philosophy to fit the 
tenets of their own’ and thereby ‘transformed his Superman into a Mahatma’ (1994, p. 109). 
However wide of the mark their interpretations may have been, they ‘seeped by osmosis into 
the emerging mythology of the new Soviet state’ (p. 123). 
Alex Owen shows how Orage, and by extension other Anglophone late nineteenth 
century occultists, co-opted Nietzsche’s idea of the superman to describe their ideally 
enlightened spiritual voyager: ‘the occult superman is defined by a spiritualised 
consciousness that transcends the limitations of mental powers as we know them and 
signifies the ultimate fulfilment of what it means to be human’ (2004, p. 134). Later, Orage, 
unable to reconcile aspects of Nietzsche’s thought with his own mystic Christianity, 
distanced himself from the philosopher, saying that ‘In short, he attempted to take Heaven by 
egoistic storm, and his defeat was a foregone conclusion and a familiar tragedy in occult 
history’ (1922, p. 107). 
                                                
18 Goodrick-Clarke points out that Bulwer-Lytton’s concept of vril, ‘an enormous reservoir of energy in the 
human organism’ which could give the adept powers of ‘telepathy and telekinesis’ was incorporated into occult 
thought (2004, p. 218). 
19 Alfred Richard Orage was editor of the magazine The New Age, a sometime Theosophist, socialist and 
disciple of Gurdjieff (Surette, 1993). 
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This Faustian vainglory might describe a number of the Lovecraft’s magicians and 
occult dabblers, from Robert Suydam in ‘The Horror at Red Hook’ (1927), or Wizard 
Whateley in the ‘The Dunwich Horror’, to Henry Akeley in ‘The Whisperer in Darkness’ – 
who hold positions equivalent to that of Dr Siemens in TAOKITN – but it does not describe 
his principal characters. Despite Lovecraft’s philosophical or political affiliations, his major 
protagonists are the antithesis of the Nietzschean superman. If, as Nietzsche has Zarathustra 
say, ‘Man is a rope, fastened between animal and Superman – a rope over an abyss,’ (1969, 
p. 43), the Lovecraftian hero is a very frayed rope and the abyss beckons. As Harman puts it, 
‘his narrators tend to be taciturn academics passively observing the horrors that unfold, rather 
than men of action attending bullfights and being wounded in battle, as with Hemingway’ 
(2012a, l. 685), while Houellebecq says, on encountering these horrors they ‘do not withstand 
the assault’ (2008, p. 55).  
All of his protagonists are scarred by their experiences, some characters sent mad or 
institutionalised. Salonia catalogues the various forms in which their insanities are manifest, 
noting that it ‘is a measure of Lovecraft’s considerable literary skill that his doomed 
protagonists each go mad in his own particular fashion, adding to the credibility of his body 
of work. There is no standardized cliché of madness here’ (2011, p. 92). This suggested that 
rather than battling through in the manner of action heroes, or overcoming their experiences 
like the transcendent occult supermen mentioned above, they should show distinct and 
realistic responses to the trauma. Christian and Yuuko are afflicted, after their release from 
Yatworth Hall, by something akin to post-traumatic stress, exhibiting symptoms such as 
agoraphobia, anxiety and panic attacks (TAOKITN, p. 315). It is only when they fall into 
Danny’s world that they appear to achieve a sense of release, though, as should be obvious, 
the transformation achieved is not necessarily benign.  
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Despite the shortcomings of his protagonists Lovecraft, superficially, at least, can 
appear to echo Nietzschean thought. Lovecraft’s philosophy of ‘cosmic indifferentism’ 
(Joshi, 2003, p. 175) is a doctrine famously expressed in the first paragraph of ‘The Call of 
Cthulhu’: 
The most merciful thing in the world, I think, is the inability of the human mind to 
correlate all its contents. We live on a placid island of ignorance in the midst of black 
seas of infinity, and it was not meant that we should voyage far. The sciences, each 
straining in its own direction, have hitherto harmed us little; but some day the piecing 
together of disassociated knowledge will open up such terrifying vistas of reality, and 
of our frightful position therein, that we shall either go mad from the revelation or flee 
from the deadly light into the peace and safety of a new dark age. (1926, p. 139) 
 
This passage bears a striking resemblance to the opening of Nietzsche’s 1873 essay 
‘On Truth and Lie in an Extra-Moral Sense’: 
In some remote corner of the universe, flickering in the light of the countless solar 
systems into which it had been poured, there was once a planet on which clever 
animals invented cognition It was the most arrogant and most mendacious minute in 
the “history of the world”; but a minute was all it was. After nature had drawn just a 
few more breaths the planet froze and the clever animals had to die. Someone could 
invent such a fable and yet they would still not have given a satisfactory illustration of 
just how pitiful, how insubstantial and transitory, how purposeless and arbitrary the 
human intellect looks within nature; there were eternities during which it did not 
exist; and when it has disappeared again, nothing will have happened. (1873, p. 141) 
 
 Whether Lovecraft read this passage is not provable. He certainly knew Nietzsche 
and thought of him as an influence, publishing an article, ‘Nietzscheism and Realism’ (1921), 
though, as Joshi says, this essay is ‘chiefly derived […] from Schopenhauer, specifically 
Studies in Pessimism (1890)’ (2006, p. 72).  
As suggested above, the characters in his tales are more likely to succumb to nerve-
shattering terror than to achieve transcendence, more likely to experience what Nietzsche 
calls ‘the tremendous horror which grips man when he suddenly loses his way among the 
cognitive forms of the phenomenal world, as the principle of reason in any of its forms 
  436 
appears to break down’ (1872, p. 22). Nietzsche is writing, here, of a passage from 
Schopenhauer, though it could easily describe the outcome to many of Lovecraft’s Weird 
stories.  
Where Nietzsche departs from Schopenhauer –and by extension Lovecraft departs 
from Nietzsche – is that he also sees in this horror a ‘blissful rapture’ (p. 22), in which ‘we 
steal a glimpse into the essence of the Dionysian, with which we will become best acquainted 
through the analogy of intoxication’ (p. 22). It would difficult to find a positive spin on this 
ecstatic condition in the teetotaller Lovecraft’s stories. The orgiastic rites in ‘The Call of 
Cthulhu’ and ‘The Horror at Red Hook’ (1927) are presented as the province of moral and 
racial degenerates. As Ligotti puts it ‘In its life-negating aspect, pessimism lost a great 
champion when Nietzsche became joyful about the frightful, a psychic stand that in itself is a 
paradox if ever there was one’ (2011, l. 1697). Lovecraft may be fascinated by the frightful; 
he never, in his fiction, seems joyful about it.  
In Anti-Nietzsche (2011), Malcolm Bull points out that Nietzsche’s prose style and 
strategies are seductive: ‘For who […] can fail to find in themselves some of those qualities 
of honesty and courage and loftiness of soul that Nietzsche describes?’ (2011, p. 31). He says 
that Nietzsche’s elitism is fundamental to his thought, and that his apologists miss the point 
that despite the fact he could not, for instance, ‘have been an uncritical Nazi’ (p. 29), this may 
be because Nazism would have been too ‘vulgar in expression, parochial in ambition, too 
petty in its cruelties’ (p. 30). However much Lovecraft’s own declared elitism corresponds 
with Nietzsche’s, Bull’s description of a posited Nietzschean future that makes the Nazis 
appear ‘parochial’ has a ring of apocalyptic return of the ‘Old Ones’, which I will look at in 
more detail in the next sections. 
If Nietzschean/occult elitism does permeate the stories it is in the shadows, in the 
programmes of Joseph Curwen, of the swamp-dwelling Cthulhu devotees, or of the wizard 
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Ephraim Waite in ‘The Thing on the Doorstep’ (1933), and it always ends badly. Like his 
attachment to Decadence, Lovecraft’s ‘Nietzscheism’ is somewhat half-hearted. 
Whether Nietzsche would have approved of the Nazi regime, or any others who have 
followed and claimed him, is irrelevant. A folkloric version of Nietzscheism, which sits 
alongside the occult, Crowley, and esoteric Nazism, has filtered through to popular culture, 
and has been adopted by persons and groups wishing to justify their own immoderation or 
enormities. Nietzsche seems to have anticipated this. As Walter Laquer tells us: ‘In a letter to 
his sister dated June 1884, Nietzsche wrote that he was “terrified by the thought of the sort of 
people who may one day invoke my authority”. Nietzsche’s misgivings were all too 
justified.’ (1996, p. 12) 
Ian Brady, the Moors Murderer and perennial cover feature of the popular press since 
1966, has written on homicides (other than his own) and, according to Schmid, makes a 
distinction between different orders of murderer: ‘Carl Panzram [a serial killer] attracts his 
great admiration because of the way he seems to personify Nietzschean will to power and the 
concept of moral relativism’ (2011, l. 1146). With regard to his adoption by Hitler and the 
NSDAP, Bull tells us that, outside Germany, ‘Nietzsche’s association with the horrors of the 
Second World War […] has served chiefly to stimulate further curiosity’ (2011, p. 27). 
Furthermore, just as Lovecraft was enlisted into the ranks of magicians and seers, Nietzsche’s 
occult life has persisted. Anton LaVey claimed him as an influence along with ‘other “de 
facto Satanists”‘ (Barton and La Vey, 1992, p. 18).  
In TAOKITN, the narrative is filled with characters from those milieux pervaded by a 
pseudo-Nietzschean outlook  – the backwoods murderers encountered by LeRoi and 
Christian are loosely based on Leonard Lake and Charles Ng who, being ‘beyond good and 
evil’, ‘killed at least 18 people’ and for whom ‘women were solely domestic servants and a 
source of sexual gratification’ (Haggerty, 2009, p. 178). The Aryan Brotherhood killers stand 
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at the edge of a complex of Christian and pagan white supremacism as documented by 
Goodrick-Clarke (2002). The magical activities of Dr Siemens and his company of SS 
revenants point implicitly to links with strands of Nazi Satanist belief in which ‘Nietzsche is 
regarded as a prophet’ (p. 216). The aim of this is not to provide an ‘explanation’ but to add a 
complex, though not necessarily straightforward, political and philosophical glaze to 
Cheyne’s ‘rough amalgam of popular and marginalized science, contemporary fads and 
discredited scientific theories, folk images, tabloid journalism and learned treatises’ (1998, p. 
11).  
A further element of the Nietzschean is the above-mentioned ‘blissful rapture’ of the 
Dionysian, which recurs in Lovecraft, albeit under the banner of his own imagined pagan 
cults. In the next section I will look at the so-called ‘Cthulhu Mythos’ and its connection with 
actual paganism and magic. Despite its adoption by practising magicians since his death, the 
Lovecraft version is hardly a source for celebration or optimism. As Ligotti says, ‘much of 
his fiction is based on a clutch of godlike beings whose very presence in the universe 
degrades the idea of betterment in human life into a cosmic miscalculation’ (2011, l. 1702). 
 
The Lovecraft Mythos 
 
 
Lovecraft’s synthetic mythology, his gods and monsters, along with an extensive 
pseudobiblia has, as noted, been adopted, adapted and expanded upon by numerous other 
writers.20 The coinage ‘Cthulhu Mythos’ used to describe this body of characters, creatures, 
and theatrical props was not Lovecraft’s own but that of his correspondent and disciple 
August Derleth. As Joshi says, ‘it was Derleth who was chiefly responsible for nurturing its 
growth in a particular direction’ (2014b, l. 10931), and developing it in a way which would 
                                                
20 The tally already stood at over two and a half thousand examples by 1999 according to Chris Jarocha-Ernst 
(1999). 
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not have fitted with Lovecraft’s own aesthetic or philosophical outlook. As late as 1997, 
however, a Derleth-edited omnibus of the stories was being published with this passage in the 
introduction: 
That the theme of the Cthulhu Mythology had always been in Lovecraft’s mind was 
manifest when he wrote of his work: “All my stories, unconnected as they may be, are 
based on the fundamental lore or legend that this world was inhabited at one time by 
another race who, in practising black magic, lost that foothold and were expelled, yet 
live on outside ever ready to take possession of this earth again.” The similarity of 
this pattern to the Christian mythos, particularly in relation to the expulsion of Satan 
and the powers of evil from Eden, is evident. (1988, p.9)  
 
The quote attributed to Lovecraft, however, is actually taken from a letter written by 
the composer Harold S. Farnese to Derleth who, a devout Catholic, could not quite grasp the 
materialism or the bleakness of his hero’s outlook, or understand how unlikely was this 
interpretation. What Lovecraft did share with Nietzsche was an absolute disdain for 
Christianity; his atheism is evident – not least in his short essay ‘A Confession of Unfaith’ 
(1922) – and was frequently asserted in his letters: ‘A mere knowledge of the approximate 
dimensions of the visible universe is enough to destroy forever the notion of a personal 
godhead’ (2010b, p. 27). Horror comes from ‘the aesthetic crystallisation of that burning & 
inextinguishable feeling of mixed wonder & oppression which the sensitive imagination 
experiences on scaling itself & its restrictions against the vast & provocative abyss of the 
unknown’ (1971, p. 294) and he adds, for good measure, that this sensitivity isn’t shared by 
‘self-blinded Earth-gazers like little Augie Derleth’ (p. 295). 
The way he initially envisaged this mythography working was ‘in symbolic or 
associative phantasy of the frankly poetic type’ (p. 293), though this would apply more to the 
prose poetic pieces such as ‘Celephaïs’ (1921) or ‘Nyarlathotep’ (1920) mentioned in chapter 
one, and does not quite square with his declared intention of hoax-building. The mythos 
elements, as used in his major works, sit alongside the existing lore in the stories. This has (or 
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had) the effect of confusing matters: to the extent that fans such as Hermann C. Koenig, a 
book collector, contacted Lovecraft enquiring as to how they might find actual copies of the 
invented Necronomicon (Joshi, 2010b, p. 868). Koenig, though disabused, remained in 
contact and lent Lovecraft books that influenced his writing and added to his store of weird 
lore (p. 868).  
In a letter to Weird fiction fan William Frederick Anger of California, another acolyte 
convinced of the reality of the Necronomicon, Lovecraft explained the collective nature of 
the mythos and its function: 
For the fun of building up a convincing cycle of synthetic folklore, all of our gang 
frequently allude to the pet daemons of the others—thus Smith uses my Yog-Sothoth, 
while I use his Tsathoggau. Also, I sometimes insert a devil or two of my own in the 
tales I revise or ghost-write for professional clients. Thus our black pantheon acquires 
an extensive publicity & pseudo-authoritativeness it would not otherwise get. […] All 
this gives it a sort of air of verisimilitude. (1976, p. 16) 
  
Much in the way he approaches scientific and occult roots, Lovecraft overloads his 
stories with information, and by making no distinction between the synthetic and real sources 
provides an ambiguous undertone to the narrative.  
Another correspondent, Stuart Morton Boland supplied him with information on 
Mesoamerican gods and mythology, though Joshi reports that Lovecraft declined to use this 
in his fiction as ‘synthetic “gods” were much more amenable than actual deities for such a 
purpose, since their attributes could be moulded to suit the precise requirements of the story’ 
(Joshi, 2010b, p. 995). In ‘The Electric Executioner’ (written with Adolph de Castro), one of 
his commissioned rewrites, however, he places a reference to a Cthulhu variant Cthulhutl 
(Lovecraft and de Castro, 2007, p. 77), clearly meant to be a Mesoamerican spelling. The 
story also contains references to the Aztec gods Quetzalcoatl and Huitzilopochtli as well as 
names from Greek mythology, from Psamathë to Hylas and Dionysus (p. 71-72). The effect 
of this, since most of the stories by those writers who were in on the joke were published in a 
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very limited number of publications, is to cumulatively suggest that the Lovecraft circle’s 
inventions are off-shoots (or even the roots) of the posited ur-religion of Margaret Murray or 
Madame Blavatsky, as mentioned in chapter two. 
What worked for Lovecraft and his colleagues – recycling each other’s ‘pet daemons’ 
so that ‘our black pantheon acquires an extensive publicity & pseudo-authoritativeness’ 
(1976, p. 16) – is unlikely to work, however, in a world where his god Cthulhu is used as a 
metaphorical stand-in for BP’s environmental laxity in the internationally syndicated 
television comedy South Park (‘Mysterion Rises’, 2010), and where plush Cthulhu dolls are 
commercially available, as well as Miskatonic University bumper stickers, mugs, tee-shirts 
and a host of other Lovecraftiana. It would not be possible to use the elements of this Mythos 
in the way Lovecraft did; they are too well known and their meaning has been changed by 
use. They are, as indicated by the numerous anthologies of tribute fiction mentioned, a 
shortcut or direct reference to the original works, rather than part of an obfuscatory strategy. 
The anthologies are tributes, homages or, at very least, acknowledgments of the 
influence of Lovecraft on genre fiction. The synthetic mythical elements, though, were never 
the sole and central subject of the Lovecraft stories. As Joshi says:  
Lovecraft never wrote a story “about” the Cthulhu Mythos, all these mythological 
elements were indeed “background-material” for tales that had strong philosophical 
and aesthetic underpinnings. What Derleth and his followers did was write tales in 
which the whole point—if indeed there is a point—is merely the expounding of the 
Cthulhu Mythos. As such, these tales are philosophically vacuous; they are merely 
stories. (2007, p. 115) 
 
In approaching the writing of TAOKITN, it then became necessary to investigate the 
connections between Lovecraft’s mythography and the existing myth he adapted as source 
material. As I have already shown, he used his own creations to supplement rather than 
supplant existing folkloric and mythological sources. He also had a particular interest in 
Greek paganism and its survivals and revivals. These appear in the stories, sometimes 
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explicitly, but most often in his customarily ambiguous blend of the synthetic and the 
historic.  
 
Lovecraft, Sex, and Magick   
   
In the introduction, I said that Lovecraft was aware of the activities of Crowley and 
the fin-de-siècle ‘fashionable decadents’ (1976, p. 120) and their attachment to magic and 
paganism. His repeated invocation ‘Iä! Shub-Niggurath!’ (1999, p. 220), to the god which 
appears in a number of his own stories and in his rewrites (Mariconda, 2011, pp. 74-78), 
seems to owe a debt to, or share a source with, Crowley’s refrain ‘Io Pan! Io Pan!’ in his 
‘Hymn to Pan’ (Kaczynski p. 264). Nietzsche’s enthusiasm for the Dionysian, expressed in 
‘The Birth of Tragedy’, may serve a philosophic purpose, and be balanced against the 
Apollonian, but his contemporaries and occult heirs are rather more literal.  
Arthur Machen’s novella The Great God Pan (1890) is a blend of pseudo-science, 
occultism, and sexual neurosis. It tells of an experiment conducted by a Dr Raymond on the 
brain of a young woman: ‘a slight lesion in the grey matter, that is all; a trifling 
rearrangement of certain cells, a microscopical alteration that would escape the attention of 
ninety-nine brain specialists out of a hundred’ (1890, l. 30). This procedure allows the 
woman to involuntarily access the astral planes where she is impregnated by the god Pan and 
dies soon after giving birth to the hybrid monstrosity that becomes Helen Vaughn. The story 
follows, at a distance, Helen’s progress through London society, leaving a trail of suicides 
and lunatics in her wake. When she is persuaded to hang herself at the climax of the story her 
true protean nature – ‘changing and melting before your eyes from woman to man, from man 
to beast, and from beast to worse than beast’ (l. 859) – is revealed. 
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To Machen, an Anglo-Catholic mystic, who believed that ‘[w]e live in a world of 
symbols; of sensible perishable things which both veil and reveal spiritual and living and 
eternal realities’ (Qtd in : Joshi, 2003, p. 16), sexuality was a horror in itself.21 As Joshi says, 
‘the actual tale degenerates into a frenzied expression of horror over illicit sex’ (p. 21). He 
would, presumably, have been alarmed by fellow Golden Dawn alumni, Crowley’s 
development of his sex magic rituals, even though its use was discussed within the Order 
(Owen, 2004, p. 101). Lovecraft, however, was dismissive of Machen’s equation of carnality 
with cosmic terror.  
The most detailed treatment of Dionysian cult activity is ‘The Tale of Inspector 
Legrasse’ in ‘The Call of Cthulhu’, which Quinn shows closely follows the account by the 
Roman historian Livy of the suppression of the Bacchanalian cults in 186 BCE (2011). He is 
not concerned with sexual licence for its own sake, but rather as a symptom of a general 
breakdown of order and the concomitant criminality and cruelties.   
Lovecraft is preoccupied with unnatural couplings – Lavinia Whateley and the god 
Yog-Sothoth in ‘The Dunwich Horror’ (1928); the populace of Innsmouth with the sea devils 
in ‘The Shadow Over Innsmouth’ (1931) – but his concern is with miscegenation or genetic 
deterioration rather than sexuality per se, as indicated by his attitude to Machen’s tale.  
Alan Moore and Grant Morrison in their contributions to the anthology The Starry 
Wisdom: A tribute to H. P. Lovecraft, take a psychological and psychosexual approach to the 
Mythos. In ‘Lovecraft vs. Kutulu’ Morrison’s Mythos-ruled alternate universe, with its ‘illicit 
gender-bending incest’ and ‘shoggoth porn’ (2013, l. 2229), is populated by characters who 
become aware of their status as fictional characters or products of the author’s imagination: 
Oh for Dagon’s fucking sake, the entire thing exists in Lovecraft’s head, don’t you 
understand? This world we’re in is entirely fictional, a dream reflected in the 
iridescent liquid crystal slime that illuminates and conceals Great Cthulhu’s mind 
                                                
21 Machen was also a member of the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn (Owen, 2004, p. 62). 
  444 
popping nakedness, story reversing itself off the page into the ink on Lovecraft’s 
typewriter ribbon. The torn edge of a paper universe we can’t even see. (l. 2116) 
 
One of Moore’s contributions to this anthology, ‘Recognition’, connects the moment 
of Lovecraft’s conception, sired by amphibious devils not unlike the undersea monsters of 
‘The Shadow Over Innsmouth’, to the moment of his father’s breakdown (2013, l. 54). 
Winfield Scott Lovecraft, a travelling salesman, suffered a mental collapse, probably caused 
by tertiary syphilis, in Chicago in April 1893, and was confined to Butler Hospital in 
Providence until he died in July 1898 (Joshi, 2010a, pp. 21-22). 22 Victoria Nelson suggests 
that certain passages describing bodily deformations – in ‘The Dunwich Horror’ particularly 
– correspond with the ‘lesions, eruptions, tubercles, bubos, and gummas’ (2003, p. 117) that 
are the marks of advanced syphilis, and which Lovecraft may have found access to through 
medical text books. This is not certain, but Nelson makes a reasonable case. 
Moore further explores the sexual undercurrents of his stories in The Starry Wisdom 
in the graphic novel adaptation, Neonomicon (Moore and Johnston, 2011). In an interview in 
2010, he explained his rationale in creating the final version of the story: 
Another one was to actually put back some of the objectionable elements that 
Lovecraft himself censored, or that people since Lovecraft, who have been writing 
pastiches, have decided to leave out. Like the racism, the anti-Semitism, the sexism, 
the sexual phobias which are kind of apparent in all of Lovecraft’s slimy phallic or 
vaginal monsters. This is a horror of the physical with Lovecraft – so I wanted to put 
that stuff back in. And also, Lovecraft was sexually squeamish; would only talk of 
‘certain nameless rituals.’ Or he’d use some euphemism: ‘blasphemous rites.’ It was 
pretty obvious, given that a lot of his stories detailed the inhuman offspring of these 
‘blasphemous rituals’ that sex was probably involved somewhere along the line. 
(Gieben, 2010) 
 
Squeamishness at the horrific results of an advanced venereal disease is not the same, 
however, as sexual squeamishness, and a fear of inherited insanity, especially in a family 
when both his parents died in the same asylum, does not necessarily equate to a 
                                                
22 His mother, Susan Phillips Lovecraft, died after two years confinement in the same hospital on May 24th 
1921 (Joshi, 2010a, p. 390). 
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psychosexually neurotic frame of mind. Lovecraft was disdainful of Machen’s equation of 
any religious notion of sin (meaning any sort of sexual licence) with the kind of cosmic 
horror he envisaged in his own work (Joshi, 2003, p. 21). The traumas experienced by his 
characters are beyond anything that could be caused by a mere bodily function. 
The treatment of sexuality in TAOKITN, then, is not central. LeRoi’s penchant for 
sadomasochistic encounters is simply one manifestation of the groups’ tendency toward a 
whole package of high-risk activities (TAOKITN, p. 91). This seemed entirely realistic in 
terms of their milieu, and echoes that of their predecessors – the fashionable decadents above 
mentioned. This also helped to produce an element of the psychological realism, in keeping 
with Lovecraft’s prescriptions, for which I aimed within the narrative. The Dionysian 
elements of the story, however, were intended to evoke that area where consensual ritual and 
practice tumble into sociopathic brutality. 
   
Dionysian Horror  
 
 
The blasphemous and nameless rituals alluded to by Moore are not simply versions of 
the sex magic as practised by the likes of Crowley (Kaczynski, 2010, pp. 274-5), but involve 
torture and murder. When Inspector Legrasse interrupts the swamp cultists’ rites, he 
discovers ‘the oddly marred bodies of the helpless squatters who had disappeared’ 
(Lovecraft, 1999, p. 152) hanging from scaffolds, among which the ecstatic celebrants dance.  
There are resonances here of the savagery of the Bacchants dismemberment of 
Pentheus in Euripides’ The Bacchae (2005). Salonia, meanwhile, details the recurrent themes 
of music and madness in Lovecraft which take their cues from pagan Greece (2011). He 
points particularly to Lovecraft’s recurring entity, ‘the mindless daemon sultan Azathoth’ – 
who dwells in ‘those inconceivable, unlighted chambers beyond Time’ where he ‘gnaws 
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shapeless and ravenous amidst the muffled, maddening beat of vile drums and the thin, 
monotonous whine of accursed flutes’ (Lovecraft, 2005, p. 249) – as being connected to 
ecstatic ritual.  
Callaghan insists that ‘for both the decadents and Lovecraft, the sensuous and ecstatic 
aspects of Arcadian and bacchanalian revelry were foremost in their vision, albeit clouded in 
Lovecraft’s works with an overlay of cosmic outsideness’ (2013a, l. 1272) He also 
emphasises the sadistic thematic undercurrent to the stories, cataloguing the instances where 
cannibalism, necrophilia, or infanticide predominate (l. 204). As Nietzsche says of the 
Dionysian festivities: ‘none other than the wildest beasts of nature were unleashed here to the 
point of creating an abominable mixture of sensuality and cruelty which has always appeared 
to me as the true “witches’ brew”‘ (1872, p. 25).    
The aim of the Cthulhu cultists’ evocations is that their deity be raised to rule over a 
world in which humanity will become:  
free and wild and beyond good and evil, with laws and morals thrown aside and all 
men shouting and killing and revelling in Joy. Then the liberated Old Ones would 
teach them new ways to shout and kill and revel and enjoyed themselves, and all the 
earth would flame with a holocaust of ecstasy and freedom. (Lovecraft, 1926, p. 155) 
 
Lovecraft is not impressed by the ‘glowing life of Dionysian enthusiasts’ (Nietzsche, 
1872, p. 22), and is rather more aware of the cruelty than the sensuality.  
The world promised on the Old Ones’ liberation is described by Noys, however, as ‘a 
kind of Nietzschean materialist “heaven” on earth, recognisable later in the libidinal 
materialisms of Deleuze and Guattari or Lyotard’ (2007, p.10). He further suggests that 
Morrison, in ‘Lovecraft in Heaven’ (another contribution to the Starry Wisdom anthology 
mentioned above) replaces ‘Lovecraft’s reactionary fear of chaos’ (p. 12) with an anarchistic 
aesthetic to produce ‘a new perception where what was seen as horror is no longer seen as 
such’ (p.12). MacCormack, meanwhile, says that in reading Lovecraft we find, through the 
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examination of alterity, ‘both wonder and horror’ (2010). These somewhat optimistic 
readings echo Nietzsche’s view of Dionysian intoxication which ‘cause the subjective to 
dwindle to complete self-oblivion’ and allow the bonds between ‘man and man’ and with 
nature to be reconciled (1872, p.22). 
If there is room in Weird fiction for ‘readings against the ideological grain,’ (Miéville, 
2009, l. 13722), there is here a near fixation with trying to save Lovecraft from himself. 
Ligotti celebrates him, though, for his pessimism and misanthropy, describing him as ‘a 
perfectionist of cosmic disillusion’ (2011, l. 776).     
Despite professing that he was one of the authors whose ‘influences have perfected 
my cynicism’ (2004a, p. 148), Lovecraft proves resistant to Nietzsche’s repudiation of 
Schopenhauer and his celebration of Dionysian madness as originating ‘in joy, in strength, in 
overflowing health, in an excess of abundance’ (1872, p. 7). Indeed, Ligotti identifies his mad 
god Azathoth as representing ‘the pernicious something that makes a nightmare of our world’ 
(2011, l. 1697): Schopenhauer’s concept of ‘Will’.  
While writing TAOKITN, I was obliged to reflect on the original inspirations for the 
story: the biker/raver ecstatics and occasional occultists, the sex-offending Nietzscheans. 
These reflections then connected with the previously-mentioned delusional Goth vampire 
couple’s ritual murder of an acquaintance, as recorded in Botting, where a flimsy veneer of 
occultism and supernaturalism overlays sadistic impulses and acts in ‘a simulation and 
irruption of the (simulated) real’ (2010, p. 5). There is a dangerous and delusional 
undercurrent to these ‘scenes’, and if, as Callaghan says, there is an ‘inverted Roman satire of 
Greek and bacchanalian themes embedded in his weird fiction’ (2013a, l. 179), then it 
became necessary, given subject matter and literary model, to use similar black comedy in 
TAOKITN. 
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Christian’s meeting with his future bandmates at a GWAR concert is not an accident 
(TAOKITN, p. 11). GWAR’s preposterous mythology (or Mythos, as they insist) is 
immaculately Lovecraftian, claiming to be ‘Earth’s only openly extra-terrestrial rock band, 
and the destined destroyers of not only the human race but also reality itself’ (‘GWAR!’, 
2015) who, in the manner of the Old Ones of At the Mountains of Madness, have been 
trapped in Antarctica for millennia.23 Their concerts are parodic Bacchic/Cthulhean rites. The 
band ‘exemplifies carnivalesque ludic violence with its many lampooning rituals’ (Halnon, 
2006, p. 42).  
 The theme was extended to the rituals at Yatworth Hall, which were originally 
conceived as climactic. During the drafting of that section, modifications occurred, which 
were not originally intended, but were generated from the logic of maintaining realism in plot 
and the character construction. Baby, for instance, the initially threatening beast of Christian 
and Yuuko’s captivity becomes a terrified, though no less dangerous, infant. An element of 
GWAR-ish carnival was injected. The participants in the ritual at Yatworth Hall were 
accoutred from a theatrical costumier and the ceremony collapsed, which reflected not only 
the delusional aspirations of the racist/occultist elitists – which I will deal with in the next 
section – but, as previously indicated, the impossibility of creating a convincing Lovecraftian 
scenario using already overused tools.  
Though this was not entirely clear at the outset, the narrative was driven by a logic 
that arose from following the Lovecraftian realist (hoax-building) method, and the imposition 
of a Mythos trope or character at this point was no longer a fit. Rather than finding a 
precedent in Lovecraft, I looked back from his stories to their models in previous Weird 
fiction and actual occult sources, then sought more recent equivalents. This version paganism 
was built from accounts of documented, and rather more mundane, Crowleyan or LaVeyan 
                                                
23 The song quoted in the gig scene is ‘Meat Sandwich’ from their album ‘Ragnarök’ (Roberts et al., 1995). 
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Satanist ritual. The scene was further undermined by the worldly motivations and ambitions 
of the characters involved. What it shared with Lovecraft’s stories was a scepticism about 
Nietzsche’s (or his followers’) Dionysian enthusiasms.  
Nelson suggests that recent supernatural fiction has become a site for alternative 
spiritual belief which is ‘[p]rofoundly antitotalitarian, it is a metaphysics that turns the top-
down religions on their heads’ (2012, p. 264).  This accords with Beal’s assertion that Derleth 
and his followers’ earlier refiguring of the Mythos as a substitute for Christian myth sought 
‘to create a mythology that locates the current human situation somewhere on the salvific 
road between remembrance of cosmic origins and hopeful expectations of apocalyptic 
renewal’ (2002, p. 190). TAOKITN, though, is as sceptical that any such project is possible as 





A further connection between the occult and the pseudo-Nietzschean in TAOKITN 
comes with the introduction of theories of the proto-Nazi Ariosophists, who I will expand 
upon below. This reflects another element of Lovecraft and his circle’s Mythos: the use of 
cyclical histories, or hidden pre-histories, as mooted by various occultists.  
Brian Lumley, in the collection of Mythos-inspired stories The House of Cthulhu 
(2012), imagines a pre-prehistoric world, ‘Theem’hdra, the Primal Continent at Earth’s 
Dawn’ (l. 110), in which the Great Old Ones and other deities reign. The stories are 
recovered from ‘runebooks and scrolls and documents’ (l. 80) found in a golden chest 
preserved by a magic globe thrown up by the Surtsey volcanic eruption of 1963. The world 
revealed is envisaged as similar to those suggested by Lovecraft’s explorations of deep time 
in At The Mountains of Madness (1936), or ‘The Shadow Out of Time’ (1936). The result, 
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however, is rather more like the secondary world/lost continent adventures of Robert E. 
Howard’s Hyborian Age (2006), or Clark Ashton Smith’s future world Zothique (2014), and 
far from anything Lovecraft might have produced: they are, as Joshi asserts, simply ‘about’ 
the Mythos.  
What the stories of Smith, Howard, and Lumley, have in common is that they posit 
worlds, past or predicted, whose existence is accounted for by something comparable to 
Theosophical ideas of the cyclical nature of the universe. Lumley’s artefacts are the remnants 
of the equivalent of the Theosophists’ posited ur-religion. These notions were concocted by 
Madame Blavatsky and her associates from a mélange of Western and Eastern esoteric 
thought and ‘contemporary Western scientific theories of planetary, geological, 
paleogeographical (the creation and disappearance of continents), and biological and racial 
evolution’ (Goodrick-Clarke, 2008, p. 223). Lovecraft makes explicit reference to these 
beliefs: ‘Theosophists have guessed at the awesome grandeur of the cosmic cycle’ (1926, p. 
139) In fact, Trompf and Bernauer maintain that evidence of Blavatsky’s ideas appearing in 
popular fiction began with Lovecraft, Howard and Smith: ‘They were the three main 
contributors to Weird Tales evidencing Theosophical influences in their fiction’ (2012, p. 
113).  
Whereas Smith, Howard, and Lumley, present the reader with their worlds fully 
realised, Lovecraft, in his major works, chooses to show them only as artefactual or textual 
survivals – or even merely hints and rumours – in a recognisable contemporary world. They 
intrude when, in the case of At the Mountains of Madness (1931), the ruins of a dead city are 
discovered in the inaccessible Antarctic wastes, or when the drowned city of R’lyeh surfaces 
temporarily in ‘The Call of Cthulhu’. In the stories ‘The Shadow Out of Time’ (1934) and 
‘The Dreams in the Witch House’ (1933) the lost or parallel civilisations are accessed 
through the unconscious by dreaming protagonists.  
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In TAOKITN, Dr Siemens and his acolytes believe that the monster they are intent on 
resurrecting has its origins in an essentially Theosophical – and more specifically 
Ariosophical, a racialised proto-Nazi variant – pre-history. In this case it is one posited by the 
Nazi magus Karl Maria Wiligut (Weisthor), a real historical character who achieved the rank 
of SS-Oberführer at Himmler’s Race and Settlement Main Office, who also appears, as a 
resurrected corpse, in the novel (TAOKITN, p. 45). The real Wiligut’s revelations about 
hidden history were obtained by decidedly unconventional methods: he ‘claimed to possess 
ancestral-clairvoyant memory, which enabled him to recall the history and experiences of his 
tribe over thousands of years’ (Goodrick-Clarke, 2004, p. 179). By this means he managed to 
produce a whole alternate history of the world and the German people: ‘His chronology 
began around 228,000 BC, when there were three suns in the sky and the earth was populated 
with giants, dwarves other supposedly mythical beings’ (p. 181). He also claimed noble 
ancestry, declaring himself the last descendent of the Wiligotis, ancient kings of the 
Germans, who were themselves descended from air and water gods (p. 181).  
As Madame Blavatsky’s Secret Masters point to a superhuman ancestry for the 
human race, Wiligut’s originary myths flatter at least that branch of humanity ideologically 
defined and approved by Nazi pseudo-science. Goodrich-Clarke describes how, in various 
sensationalist crypto-historical books published since the 1960s, the Thule Society, an 
Ariosophist organisation, is linked with Tibetan elders and ‘thus revealed to be the secret 
directing agent of the Third Reich’ (pp. 219-221). The allusions made to this far-right 
mythology in TAOKITN, therefore, serve a similar function to Lovecraft’s references to 
Theosophists and other occult activities. They tap into an existing fascination with such 
matters. As Goodrich-Clarke puts it: ‘The perennial fascination of these tales of strange Nazi 
missions to remote destinations has remained a constant in popular culture’ (2002, p 124). 
Lovecraft’s equivalent popular cultural bogeyman could be found in the preoccupation of the 
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‘yellow press’, or even the respectable news outlets like Washington Post or New York Times, 
with the occult, as documented by Richard Kaczynski with relation to Aleister Crowley’s 
endeavours in the field (2010, pp. 224-225).   
Where Blavatsky and Wiligut look back to an idealised origin for their fellow 
believers, in Lovecraft mythical origins are far less comforting. In At the Mountains of 
Madness humanity is created, more or less by accident, by the Old Ones, its recognisable 
precursors ‘used sometimes as food and sometimes as an amusing buffoon by the land 
dwellers’ (2002, p. 303). The rites of ‘Esquimau wizards and the Louisiana swamp-priests’ 
(1999, p. 150) in ‘The Call of Cthulhu’, for example, point to lost knowledge of the 
monstrous and unsympathetic precursors to humanity.    
In TAOKITN, then, there are conflicting origins for the monstrous and magical 
phenomena. The aim was to provide sufficient evidence for the reader to work out that the 
creature is related to the folkloric wilderness monsters outlined in the previous chapter, but 
Siemens’ mythic reading is presented with equal weight, though neither explanation is 
resolved; and his own affiliations are not made clear. Christian and Wade have only limited 
evidence and a more limited ability to interpret. This is more in keeping with Lovecraft’s 
own approach. Linking the magical elements in TAOKITN to Wiligut’s spurious myths rather 
than directly to any of the Mythos pantheon – as might be expected in a text which has 
already explicitly cited Lovecraft – is more consistent with a hoax-building procedure. 
 The original plan for TAOKITN, as stated in chapter two, was to present an incursion 
of Mythos or Mythos-like entities at the climax of the novel. As the composition proceeded 
and the monstrous entities made their appearances, their connection with Lovecraftian Weird 
was held at one remove. In keeping with his method of building tension, the connections 
between the wilderness monsters, the Nazi undead, the magicians and the pursuing Aryan 
Nation thugs are implied rather than explicitly made.   
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Early in the novel hints of something Lovecraftian are inserted in the text – by the 
reference to magical treatises in Solly’s collection (TAOKITN, p. 29), which are taken from 
The Case of Charles Dexter Ward (Lovecraft, 2002, p. 102), including two which are 
Lovecraft circle inventions; and by direct references to the author by the characters – in order 
to create the generic expectation that the narrative is proceeding along conventional 
Lovecraft tribute fiction lines: that Tsathoggau, or Cthulhu, or Nyarlathotep will make an 
appearance.   
It would not be inconceivable, in terms of this generic expectation, that this might 
even presage a personal appearance by the author. A conceit in some post-Lovecraftian 
stories is that the author had access to actual ‘forbidden knowledge’. In some he encounters 
his own creations, as in Gahan Wilson’s ‘H.P.L.’ (1990). This idea crops up earlier, in Shea 
and Wilson’s 1975 The Illuminatus! Trilogy: 
Lovecraft went too far, mentioning the Necronomicon by name. That’s why he died 
so suddenly when he was only forty-seven. And his literary executor, August Derleth, 
was persuaded to insert a note in every edition of Lovecraft’s works, claiming that the 
Necronomicon doesn’t exist and was just part of Lovecraft’s fantasy. (p. 293) 
 
There is a graphic novel series, The Strange Adventures of H. P. Lovecraft  (2010), 
and the Bryan Yuzna film Necronomicon: Book of the Dead (1993), which features the 
unlikely spectacle of the famously valetudinarian writer battling his own monsters. In a very 
recent development, Action Lab Comics have begun a series of comic adventures in which 
Lovecraft is presented as a superhero with magical powers, fighting Mythos devils alongside 
Nikola Tesla who harnesses the power of science (Reilly, 2014). 
An early decision was made, however, to restrict the extent to which the Lovecraft 
and his works are referred to: he is the subject of a fan convention; Anselm uses Curwen, 
after the sinister wizard of Charles Dexter Ward, as a pseudonym; and Christian and Yuuko 
share a somewhat ill-informed enthusiasm for his work: Yuuko believes him to be ‘The 
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author of the fucking Necronomicon’. It would not be wholly un-Lovecraftian to insert him in 
the story. As already indicated, he was not averse to using autobiographical details, or his 
own personality and prejudices, in drawing his characters. He also used fellow Weird writers 
in his tales: the protagonist of his own ‘The Haunter of the Dark’ (1935) is a thinly disguised 
portrait of author Robert Bloch (returning the compliment of a veiled appearance in Bloch’s 
‘The Shambler from the Stars’) (Joshi, 2010b, p. 959); correspondent Clark Ashton Smith, as 
previously noted, is raised to the status of legendary ‘Atlantean high-priest Klarkash-Ton’ in 
‘The Whisperer in Darkness’ (1999, p. 249). These connections, however, have no impact on 
the narrative. In TAOKITN therefore Lovecraft is used only as one of his own ‘homely 
corroborative details’.  
As already suggested, with such a large array of Lovecraft-influenced work available 
it would be relatively easy to obtain a generic gloss with a few well-chosen references. The 
mysterious document at the centre of the story is, however, never given a name; to have 
stated outright that it was related to the grimoire the Necronomicon would have been an 
obvious shorthand. It is perhaps his best-known creation, after the entity Cthulhu, and already 
well used. It misses the point that these theatrical props were used by Lovecraft and his circle 
to add an aura of mystery to their stories by inserting something untraceable among the 
historically recorded references.  
Using the real beliefs of Wiligut and his Aryan occultist peers, however, and hinting 
at meetings between Solly and active participants in the occult movement of post-Secession 
Vienna (TAOKITN, p. 256), performs a reversal of Lovecraft’s own method: first building an 
expectation through selected fictional references and then adding real-world parallels. The 
result of this, during composition, was that it closed options, but at the same time it ensured 
that the narrative did not become simply ‘about’ the Mythos.  
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With the Mythos pantheon off-limits, so to speak, it was necessary, in order to be 
consistent with Lovecraft’s working method, to find, or invent, an equivalent mythic element 
for the story: that part which points to the ‘outsideness’, or the cosmic preoccupations of his 
oeuvre, and that of Weird as genre generally. As Miéville says, an ‘obsession with 
numinosity under the everyday is at the heart of Weird Fiction’ (2009, l. 13630)  The 
Ariosophical element was already in play, but there is never only one answer in Lovecraft. 
Rather than contrive a new pantheon, which might, in any case, seem merely to pastiche or 
shadow of the Mythos, it was necessary to look again at the precursors of his Weird fiction 
and the sources of his own inventions. In this way the ‘subject’ of the novel became not 
simply the ‘Mythos’, but the complex of beliefs and fictions that make up the occult-
Nietzschean-Weird nexus, which Lovecraft satirised, and to which he is now so thoroughly 
recruited.   
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Conclusion 
 
I wanted to do a story that modernised Lovecraft – that didn’t rely upon that 1930s 
atmosphere – and that modernised him successfully, at least in my opinion. I suppose 
I was also thinking that it would be nice if you could bring some of the naturalism of 
shows like HBO’s The Wire to the impossible. Because that show has got such 
believability and naturalism, that it struck me that would be a very good way of 
approaching something so inherently fantastic and unbelievable as H.P. Lovecraft. 
(Gieben, 2010) 
 
Alan Moore refers, here, to his graphic novel Neonomicon. The quote comes very 
close to a summary of the ambitions I had for my own novel. The proviso was that, whereas 
Moore identifies the generic model with which he wishes to combine the Lovecraftian, as the 
project progressed my own models became, increasingly, ‘real life’ incidents and locations 
with a particular focus on psychological realism: in short, on the hoax-building as set out in 
chapter one of this commentary.   
The result of this is that it allows the Weird-as-genre to look more effectively outside 
its own restrictive world, to become more than simply a catalogue of tropes and generic 
indicators. Further, it avoids the danger that writing within the genre becomes only an 
examination of the way in which Wolfe’s ‘unstable literary isotopes’ (2011, l. 204) bleed into 
each other. Given that Lovecraft’s (like Crowley’s and Nietzsche’s) work has taken on a 
folkloric aspect, wherein it has resonances and meanings in the real world that have, at best, a 
tangential relation to the original texts, it allows the novel to look critically at this feedback 
loop. Instead of being one of Nelson’s ‘Gothick hypothesis-generating engines’ (2012, p. 56), 
it becomes a site for examining the hypotheses generated, the belief in them, and the context 
of one of those engines. 
Moore’s Neonomicon is impeccably Lovecraftian in many respects. It is stuffed with 
references to Lovecraft’s, and other Weird writers’, characters, gods, locations, and props, 
from the artist Pickman, the district of Red Hook, Ashton Smith’s Zothique, and Arthur 
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Machen’s ‘White Powder’ (2011, pp. 67-82) and lost language Aklo. It succeeds only in part, 
however, in achieving Moore’s hoped-for naturalism. The investigation of ritual murders by 
the F.B.I. unfolds logically. The first agent, Sax, though, seems to be consciously modelled as 
a Chandleresque hard-boiled detective, while the detectives who subsequently investigate his 
crimes are stock black-suited agents in the Mulder and Scully mould. The inter-generic play 
is not as blatant as that of Gaiman or Newman, as described in chapter one, but they are 
obvious enough to preclude building a ‘hoax’ according to Lovecraft’s prescription.  
There are amusingly mundane touches in the Neonomicon, such as the Cthulhoid sex 
toys in the redneck swinger shop, ‘Whispers in Darkness’, but the narrative appears more 
concerned with drawing attention to its generic characteristics. There are limits to its 
naturalism, especially given that it appears to take place in a (slightly) alternate world. Where 
it really falls apart, I would argue, is in the apparent readiness of the female agent to come to 
terms with her on rape and impregnation by a gigantic Innsmouth-style sea monster, in order 
to arrive at the preordained conclusion of the action. The characters become blanks onto 
which generic properties can be inscribed. 
In TAOKITN, the characters’ responses had to be, as far as is ever possible in a 
literary work, psychologically plausible. As I have already suggested, this necessitates 
treating the encounters with the monstrous entities as traumatic experiences, which have 
psychological consequences as real as any physical damage they may inflict. Lovecraft’s 
models, and descriptions of such trauma were in keeping the medical and cultural 
understanding of his day, but presumably were also coloured by his experience of the 
tribulations of his own family. In building Wade’s psychological makeup, the plot of the 
whole novel was shifted by the realisations that, first, he could not conceivably have been 
part of a generic cult organisation, and, second and perhaps more pertinently, that he could 
not allow Yuuko and Christian to perform their resurrection ceremony at all. Thus, the locus 
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of the novel is shifted from being ‘about’, in Joshi’s term, its own fantastic components, and 
to the responses of its characters to them.   
There is an element of police procedural in the novel, but this, again, was not so much 
a generic choice – an attempt to graft detective fiction to the Weird – as the inevitable 
consequence of attempting to maintain realism: it would be anticipated that law enforcement 
agencies would be involved where crimes have been committed. In Lovecraft, Inspector 
Legrasse’s investigation is a fairly convincing way of introducing occurrences that could not 
reasonably have been expected to pass the authorities’ notice, but this is not central to the 
‘The Call of Cthulhu’.24 The officer, and the reader, is left in the dark as to the outcome of 
inquiries, and so the inquiries of the various agencies in TAOKITN are reported from a 
distance. The fish-man hybrids of ‘The Shadow Over Innsmouth’ are rounded up by 
government agencies and incarcerated, their lairs dynamited, and a cover-up instituted (1931, 
p. 268). These examples are not pivotal to the stories, but rather a device to explain how the 
events of the story can convincingly occur and the world remain intact and in ignorance. It is 
another part of the complex of ‘lies’ necessary to the maintenance of the hoax. 
*** 
The use of the historical elements in TAOKITN also serves in part, at least, the 
function of hoax-maintenance, in the manner that credence-giving artefacts are placed 
alongside the Mythos elements by Lovecraft when ‘building up a convincing cycle of 
synthetic folklore’ (1976, p.16). Their role is more complex than this. As detailed in chapter 
two, the interplay between contemporary beliefs and intellectual developments, (however 
outlandish they may have appeared even at the time), the historical (and particularly the 
classical historical), and his own coinages are what give Lovecraft stories their depth.  
                                                
24 Lovecraft may be an indirect influence on supernatural detective fiction, but it already has its own pedigree, 
from Blackwood’s ‘John Silence’ (1908) and William Hope Hodgson’s ‘Carnacki the Ghost-Finder’ (1913), 
through to Dennis Wheatley’s Duke de Richleau in novels such as ‘The Devil Rides Out’ (1934). 
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One of the most effective recent Lovecraftian stories encountered in my research is 
the novel Cold Skin (2006) by Catalan writer Albert Sánchez Piñol. This takes the form of a 
historical novel, set shortly after the First World War on a remote island in the South Atlantic 
where a weather observer for the International Maritime Federation is left alone for a 
yearlong tour of duty. His predecessor has disappeared, and his only neighbour is the 
lighthouse-keeper, who appears to be mad. Though the story never alludes directly to 
Lovecraft, the observer and lighthouse-keeper are assailed by semi-humanoid marine 
monsters, which are clearly modelled on the Deep Ones from ‘The Shadow Over Innsmouth’ 
or ‘Dagon’ (1919). The narrative details the young man’s increasingly brutal struggle with 
the sea-beasts, his sexual encounter with a captured female (something that happens off the 
page in ‘Innsmouth’), and his at atavistic descent from pacifism to delight in violence.  
Whereas this novel deals very well with the grand themes of human desire and 
violence, it does not have the qualities of Lovecraft, at his most complex, which I sought to 
replicate in TAOKITN. The Guardian’s reviewer, Tom Watson – though he fails to spot the 
obvious connection (referring only to a ‘B-movie plot’) – hits the nail on the head when he 
says, ‘The account of his descent into madness is elegantly written and, above all, it renders 
an absurd plot unexpectedly plausible’ (2006). Its strength is that, to use Miéville’s 
expression, ‘it does not wink over the top of the text at the reader’ (Shapiro, 2008, p. 66). The 
focus is not simply on the monsters, but on the young man’s response to them. As Harman 
says, ‘the true banality of most interplanetary fiction is the idea that simple novelty of content 
is enough to produce genuine innovation’ (2012a, l. 321), and for interplanetary here we can 
substitute any Weird subgenera wherein humans meet marvels. Cold Skin, at least at first, 
concentrates on those imagined responses. 
The historical setting adds to the atmosphere, but in many regards it is ahistorical, and 
so does not allow for the flow of ideas between historical periods. By reaching back, via Dr 
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Siemens, to historical precedents to the ideas – occult, political, and Weird fictional – raised 
in both TAOKITN and Lovecraft’s work, the themes of the novel are opened beyond the 
universal and abstract terms found in Sánchez Piñol. 
As Moore suggests above, a legitimate approach to a Lovecraftian fiction is to write a 
kind of historical fiction that incorporates elements from his own stories and is set 
contemporaneously with them. As mentioned in the introduction, this was used successfully 
by the H.P.L.H.S to create their odd and disorienting period movies. Among the many 
Lovecraftian short stories I have read while researching this novel, two of the most successful 
are by Caitlín R. Kiernan: ‘The Cats of River Street (1925)’ (2015), set among the non-hybrid 
population of Innsmouth, and the self-explanatory ‘Pickman’s Other Model (1929)’ (2011). 
Both use elements from the Lovecraft menagerie in a rather underplayed manner. The period 
detail is carefully handled, and this produces an atmosphere that is as much melancholic and 
nostalgic as horrific.  
Again though, they do not allow the traffic between periods, and between the fictional 
and actual ideas of both, which I aimed for in my novel. They take the monstrous 
Lovecraftian universe as read, and do not address the fact that Lovecraft himself was dealing 
with actual occult and political lore, and that connections to these ideas persist in a 
complicated relationship with the Weird fiction they inspired. It is this complex of 
connections I sought to address. 
*** 
In dealing with the Lovecraftian universe I eschewed the option of including those 
off-the-peg Mythos components, as described in chapter three, but wished to maintain some 
of the hallucinatory quality that these bring Lovecraft’s work. I was also acutely aware that 
there is a balance to be found in order to carry off their use. As indicated previously, 
Lovecraft himself was not satisfied with the purely fantastic novella The Dream-Quest of 
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Unknown Kadath. This is, of course, an explicitly secondary world fantasy, set in the 
‘Dreamworld’, but even when the narrative is conspicuously written in the intrusion fantasy 
mode, which Mendlesohn associates with the typical Weird tale, there is still a delicate line to 
tread beyond which the fantastic elements overwhelm the mimetic consensus reality. 
There are contemporary authors who accomplish this balance. In The Grin of the 
Dark (2008), for instance, by Ramsey Campbell – who in his early writing career was 
encouraged by August Derleth and began, by his own admission as a Lovecraft pasticheur 
(2005, p. 11), – produces a eerie and hallucinatory atmosphere in which his protagonist and 
narrator Simon Lester descends into madness. He is tormented from beyond by a music hall 
artiste Tubby Thackeray, whose stage shows and silent movies were the means of 
transmission for chthonic forces or entities including, apparently, ‘Azathoth’ (2008b l. 4937). 
The story is full of surreal manifestations, but they are presented in a manner that allows a 
purely psychological interpretation. In TAOKITN, the phenomena are verifiable, though not 
necessarily explicable, by multiple characters.25  
By contrast, in Kraken: An Anatomy (2010), China Miéville, opens in a very 
recognisable London. He is attached to extending Lovecraft’s, and the Weird’s, 
‘revolutionary teratology’ (Miéville, 2009, l. 13680), but by the end of the novel the given 
marvels have multiplied to such an extent it has almost become an exercise in surrealism, and 
one which the characters seem to take entirely in their stride. 
There are, in Lovecraft, passages in his major stories where the dreamworld, or at 
least a kind of dream logic, appears to invade the real world. In Charles Dexter Ward, for 
example, Dr Willet’s exploration of the Pawtuxet bungalow’s cellars has an uncanny quality, 
which is heightened by the fact that when he awakes the entrance to the labyrinthine vaults 
has vanished (2002, pp. 176-190). The long sequence in At the Mountains of Madness, in 
                                                
25 Though stories open to exclusively psychological interpretations occur in Lovecraft, (‘The Thing on the 
Doorstep’ (1937) is an example), they are not usual. The ‘given marvels’, though hidden, are generally real.  
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which the Antarctic explorers extrapolate the entire history of the Old Ones’ civilisation from 
bas-relief carvings in one afternoon makes little sense unless their world has begun to behave 
in the manner of dreams, so that seeing and understanding occur simultaneously without need 
of interpretation (2002, pp. 246-340).  
For TAOKITN, I made the decision to restrict the hallucinatory elements of the story 
to those sections where magical phenomena are at play and protagonists’ perceptions are 
distorted. This meant the encounters with the revenant SS, whose appearance is magically 
induced and unstable, the height of the ceremony when the barrier of reality is breached 
allowing Dionysus to break through, and in the final section when Christian and Yuuko come 
under his influence. This final example is the crux of the matter: the hallucinatory qualities 
correspond to the Dionysian. This elevates the story from the simply surreal and connects 
with ecstatic and transcendent ambitions of the real world counterparts of the magicians and 
cultists of the fiction. 
In TAOKITN, I followed the recommendations in Lovecraft’s essays and letters as 
literally as possible. The result was that, as I have stated, the plot changed subtly to 
accommodate the more realistic responses of the characters; it shifted the novel’s generic 
position away from the out-and-out adventure tale to something closer to a picaresque. 
Simultaneously concentrating on actual occult beliefs rather than falling back on Lovecraft’s 
pantheon and pseudobiblia allowed for a more delicate satirical tone than the broad (and 
genre-grounded) comedy originally envisaged. Furthermore, it allowed the setting up of 
expectations that reverse Lovecraft’s method: it presents hints of a generic pattern, which is 
then undercut by a return to the real world roots of his fiction, or, more accurately, to beliefs 
and practices which are developments of the real world roots and of the fiction itself. 
This comic element proved to be in keeping with Lovecraft’s own sly humour, and by 
connecting the targets of his satire to their more recent equivalents perhaps illuminates this 
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social satirical element of his work. The realisation that his eccentric and sometimes 
overwrought prose was not fundamental to the stories, but, like his preference for apparently 
idiosyncratic narrators, simply a reflection of his own personal peculiarities, was also 
liberating in that it allowed a more ‘realist’ reading.  
By attempting to maintain a sort of mimetic realism in a text which is explicitly 
fantastic, the resulting novel is not only closer in spirit to the Lovecraftian Weird than I had 
anticipated, but more effective in examining the milieux, as described in the introduction, 
which inspired it in the first place. The danger of falling into pastiche through an over-
reliance on the tropes of the genre are circumvented, and, I believe, the outcome is not only a 
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